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LIFE OF COWPER 



^art tfte S^conti— ©ontinueti* 



The completion of the second volume of Cowper's 
poems formed an important period in his literary 
history. It was the era of the establishment of his 
poetical fame. His first volume had already laid 
the foimdation; the second raised the superstruc- 
ture, which has secured for him k reputation as 
honourable as it is likely to be lasting. He was 
more particularly indebted for this distinction to 
his inimitable production, "The Task," a work 
which every succeeding year has increasingly 
stamped with the seal of public approbation. If 
we inquire into the causes of its celebrity, they are 
to be found not merely in the multitude of poetical 
beauties, scattered throughout the poem ; it is 
the faithful delineation of nature and of the 
scenes of real life; it is the vein of pure and 
elevated morality, the exquisite sensibility of 
feeling, and the powerful appeals to the heart 
and conscience, which constitute its great charm 
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3 LIFE OF COWPER. 

and interest. The court, the town, and the 
country, all united in its praise, because conscience 
and nature never suffer their rights to be extin- 
guished, except in minds the most perverted or 
depraved. These rights are coeval with our birth ; 
they grow with our growth, and yield only to that 
universal decree, which levels taste, perception, 
and every moral feeling with the dust; and which 
will finally dissolve the whole system of created 
nature, and merge time itself in eternity. 

Cowper*s second volume, containing his " Task," 
and " Tyrocinium," to which some smaller pieces 
were afterwards attached, was ready for the press 
in November, 1784,* though its publication was 
delayed till June 1785. The close of a literary 
undertaking is always contemplated as an event of 
great interest to the feelings of an author. It is 
the termination of his labours and the commence- 
ment of his hopes and fears. Gibbon the historian 
has thought proper to record the precise hour and 
day, in which he concluded his laborious work of 
the " Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire," 
with feelings of a mingled and impressive cha- 
racter. 

" I have presumed," he says, " to mark the 
moment of conception : I shall now commemorate 
the hour of my final deliverance. It was on the 
day, or rather night, of the 27th of June, 1787, 
between the hours of eleven and twelve, that I 
wrote the last lines of the last page, in a summer- 
house in my garden. After laying down my pen, ^ 

* See vol. ii. p. 177. 
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took several turns in a berceau, or covered walk of 
acacias, which commands a prospect of the country, 
the lake, and the mountains. The air was tempe- 
rate, the sky was serene, the silver orb of the moon 
was reflected from the waters, and all nature was 
silent. I will not dissemble the first emotions of 
joy on the recovery of my freedom, and, perhaps, 
the establishment of my fame. But my pride was 
soon humbled, and a sober melancholy was spread 
over my mind, by the idea that I had taken an 
everlasting leave of an old and agreeable companion, 
and that, whatever might be the future date of my 
history, the life of the historian might be short and 
precarious." * 

These chastened feelings are implanted by a 
Divine Power, to check the pride and exultation of 
genius, and to maintain the mind in lowly humility. 
Nor is Pope's reflection less just and affecting: 
" When I am gone," he observes, " the same sun 
will continue to shine, the same flowers to bloom, 
and the plants spring as green; and nature will 
carry on her revolutions, and time have its vicissi- 
tudes, as though I had never been."f 

What then is the moral we have to learn? If 
life be so evanescent, if its toils and labours, its 
sorrows and joys, so quickly pass away, it becomes 
us to leave some memorial behind, that we have 
not lived unprofitably either to others or to our- 

• See Life and Writings of Edward Gibbon, p. 30, pre- 
fixed to bis " Decline and Fall/' &c. 

t See Fope*s Letters. The words are quoted from recol- 
lection. 

b2 
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selves ; to keep the mind free from prejudice, the 
heart from passion, and the life from error ; to en- 
lighten the ignorant, to raise the fallen, and to 
comfort the depressed; to scatter romid us the 
endearments of kindness, and diffuse a spirit of 
righteousness, of benevolence, and of truth; to 
enjoy the sunshine of an approving conscience, and 
the blessedness of inward joy and peace ; that thus, 
when the closing scene shall at length arrive, the 
ebbings of the dissolving frame may be sustained 
by the triumph of christian hdpe, and death prove 
the portal of immortality. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Jan. 5, 1785, 
* * # * -if 

I have observed, and you must have had occasion 
to observe it oflener than I, that when a man who 
once seemed to be a Christian has put off that cha- 
racter and resumed his old one, he loses, together 
with the grace which he seemed to possess, the 
most amiable part of the character that he resumes. 
The best features of his natural face seem to be 
struck out, that after having worn religion only as a 
handsome mask he may make a more disgusting 
appearance than he did before he assumed it. 

According to your request, I subjoin my epitar 
on Dr. Johnson ; at least I mean to do it, if a dru 

* Private CorrespoDdence. 
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which at this moment annomices the arrrival of a 
giant in the town, will give me leave. 

Yours, 

W. C. 

EPITAPH ON DR. JOHNSON. 

Here Jobnson lies — a sage, by all allow'd. 

Whom to have bred may well make England proud ; 

Whose prose was eloquence bj wisdom taught, 

The graceful vehicle of virtuous thought ; 

Whose verse may claim, grave, masculine, and strong, 

Superior praise to the mere poet's song ; 

Who many a noble gift from Heaven possessed. 

And faith at last — alone worth all the rest. 

O man immortal by a double prize, 

^y fame on earth, by glory in the skies ! 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, Jan. 15, 1785. 

My dear William — Yom* letters are always wel- 
come. You can always either find something to 
say, or can amuse me and yourself with a sociable 
and friendly way of saying nothing. I never found 
that a letter was the more easily written, because 
the writing of it had been long del&yed. On the 
contrary, experience has taught me to answer soon, 
that I may do it without difficulty. It is in vain to 
wait for an accumulation of materials in a situation 
such as your*s and mine, productive of few events. 
At the end of our expectations we shall find our- 
selves as poor as at the beginning. 

I can hardly tell you with any certainty of infor- 
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mation, upon what terms Mr. Newton and I ma^ 
be supposed to stand at present. A month (I be 
lieve) has passed, since I heard from him. But m; 
friseury having been in London in the course of thi 
week, whence he returned last night, and havinj 
called at Hoxton, brought me his love and a 
excuse for his silence, which, he said, had bee: 
occasioned by the frequency of his preachings a 
this season. He was not pleased that my manu 
script was not first transmitted to him, and I hav 
cause to suspect that he was even mortified at beinj 
informed that a certain inscribed poem was no 
inscribed to himself. But we shall jumble togethe 
again, as people that have an affection for eaci 
other at bottom, notwithstanding now and then 
slight disagreement, always do. 

I know not whether Mr. has acted in coi 

sequence of your hint, or whether, not needing or 
he transmitted to us his bounty before he h 
received it. He has however sent us a note 
twenty pounds; with which we have perforr 
wonders in behalf of the ragged and the star 
He is a most extraordinary young man, and, the 
I shall probably never see him, will always hs 
niche in the museum of my reverential rer 
brance. • 

The death of Dr. Johnson has set a tho 
scribblers to work, and me among the rest. 
I lay in bed, waiting till I could reasonably 
that the parlour might be ready for me, I ii 
the Muse and composed the following epitap 

* The same which has been inserted in the precedu 
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It is destined, I believe, to the " Gentleman's 
Magazine, which I consider as a respectable reposi- 
tory for smaU matters, which, when entrusted to a 
newspaper, can expect but the duration of a day. 
But, Nichols having at present a small piece of 
mine in his hands, not yet printed, (it is called the 
Poplar Field, and I suppose you have it,) I wait till 
his obstetrical aid has brought that to light, before 
I send him a new one. In his last he published my 
epitaph upon Tiney;* which, I likewise imagine, 
has been long in your collection. 

Not a word yet from Johnson ; I am easy how- 
ever upon the subject, being assured that, so long 
as his own interest is at stake, he wiU not want a 
monitor to remind him of the proper time to pub- 
lish. 

You and your femily have our sincere love. For- 
get not to present my respectful compliments to 
Miss Unwin, and, if you have not done it already, 
thank her on my part for the very agreeable narra- 
tive of Lunardi. He is a young man, I presume, of 
great good sense and spirit, (his letters at least and 
his enterprising turn bespeak him such,) a man qua- 
lified to shine not only among the stars,* but in the 
more useful though humbler sphere of terrestrial 
occupation. 

* One of Cowper*8 favourite hares • 

** Here lies, whom houud did ne'er pnrsue, 
Nor swifter greyhound follow," &c. 

See Poems, vol. ii. 
t Lunardi's name is associated with the aeronauts of that 
time. 
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I have been crossing the channel in a ballooii 

ever since I read of that achievement by Blan 

chard.* I have an insatiable thirst to know th- 

philosophical reason why his vehicle had like t 

have fallen into the sea, when, for aught that ap 

pears, the gas was not at all exhausted. Did no 

the extreme cold condense the inflammable air, am 

cause the globe to collapse ? Tell me, and be 'm; 

Apollo for ever I 

Affectionately yours, 

W. C. 

The incident connected with the Poplar Field 
mentioned in the former part of the above lettei 
is recorded in the verses. The place where thi 
poplars grew is called Lavendon Mills, about a mil 
from Olney; it was one of Cowper's favourit 
walks. After a long absence, on revisiting th< 
spot, he found the greater part of his beloved tree 
lying prostrate on the ground. Four only survived 
and they have but recently shared the same fate 
But poetry can dignify the minutest events, an( 
convert the ardour of hope or the pang of disap 
pointment into an occasion for pouring forth th< 
sweet melody of song. It is to the above inciden 
that we are indebted for the following verses, whicl 
unite the charm of simple imagery with a beau 
tiful and affecting moral at the close. 

* Blanchard> accompanied by Dr. Jeffries, took bis depar 
ture for Calais from the Castle at Dover. Wben within fiv< 
or six miles of the French coast, the balloon fell rapidly to 
wards the sea, and, had it not been lightened and a breez' 
sprang up, they must have perished in the waves. 
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THE POPLAR FIELD. 

The poplars are felled, farewell to the shade. 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade; 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leaves, 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapsM, since I last took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the bank where they grew ', 
And now in the grass behold they are laid, 
And the tree is my seat, that once lent me a shade. 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat, 
Where the hazels afford him a screen from the heat. 
And the scene, where his melody charm'd me before. 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty nc more. 

My fugitive years are hasting away. 
And I must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With a turf on my breast and a stone at my head. 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead. 

The change both my heart and my fancy employs ; 
I reflect on the frailty of man and his joys ; 
Short-lived as we are, yet our pleasures, we see. 
Have a still shorter date, and die sooner than we. 



TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ.* 

Olney, Jan. 22, 1785. 

My dear Friend — The departure of the long frost, 
by which we were pinched and squeezed together for 
three weeks, is a most agreeable circumstance. The 

* Private Correspondence. 
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weather is now (to speak poetically) genial and jo- 
cund; and the appetirance of the sun, after an eclipse, 
peculiarly welcome. For, were it not that I have a 
gravel walk about sixty yards long, where I take my 
daily exercise, I should be obliged to look at a fine day 
through the window, without any other enjoyment 
of it; a country rendered impassable by frost, that 
has been at last resolved into rottenness, keeps me 
so close a prisoner. Long live the inventors and 
improvers of balloons! It is always clear over- 
head, and by and by we shall use no other road. 

How will the Parliament employ themselves when 
they meet ? — to any purpose, or to none, or only to 
a bad one ? They are utterly out of my favour. I 
despair of them altogether. Will they pass an act 
for the cultivation of the royal wildernesses ? WiU 
they make an effectual provision for a northern 
fishery ? Will they establish a new sinking fund 
that shall infallibly pay off the national debt ? I 
say nothing about a more equal representation,* be- 
cause, unless they bestow upon private gentlemen 
of no property the privilege of voting, I stand no 
chance of ever being represented myself. Will 
they achieve all these wonders, or none of them ? 
And shall I derive no other advantage from the 
great Wittena-Gemot of the nation, than merely to 

* Mr. Pitt had introduced, at tbis time, his celebrated bill 
for effecting a reform in the national representation ; the lead- 
ing feature of which was to transfer the elective franchise from 
the smaller and decayed boroughs to the larger towns. The 
proposition was, however, rejected by a considerable ma- 
jority. 
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read their debates, for twenty folios of which I 
would not give one farthing? 

Yours, my dear friend, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, Feb. 7, 1785. 

My dear Friend — We live in a state of such un- 
interrupted retirement, in which incidents worthy 
to be recorded occur so seldom, that I always sit 
down to write with a discouraging conviction that I 
have nothing to say. The event commonly justifies 
the presage. For, when I have filled my sheet, I 
find that I have said nothing. Be it known to you, 
however, that I may now at least communicate a 
piece of intelligence to which you will not be alto- 
gether indifferent; that I have received and re- 
turned to Johnson the two first proof-sheets of my 
new publication. The business was dispatched in- 
deed a fortnight ago, since when I have heard from 
him no further. From such a beginning, however, 
I venture to prognosticate the progress, and in due 
time the conclusion, of the matter. 

In the last Gentleman's Magazine my Poplar 
Field appears. I have accordingly sent up two 
pieces more, a Latin translation of it, which you 
have never seen, and another on a rose-bud, the 
neck of which I inadvertently broke, which whe- 
ther you have seen or not I know not. As fast as 
Nichols prints off the poems I send him, I send 
him new ones. My remittance usuaHly comvaXj^ c\ 
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two; and he publishes one of them at a time. I 
may indeed furnish him at this rate, without putting 
myself to any great inconvenience. For my last 
supply was transmitted to him in August, and is 
but now exhausted. 

I communicate the following at your mother's 
instance, who will suffer no part of my praise to be 
sunk in oblivion. A certain lord has hired a house 
at Clifton, in our neighbourhood, for a hunting 
seat. There he lives at present with his wife and 
daughter. They are an exemplary family in some 
respects, and (I believe) an amiable one in all. The 
Reverend Mr. Jones, the curate of that parish, who 
often dines with them by invitation on a Sunday, 
recommended my volume to their reading ; and his 
lordship, after having perused a part of it, ex- 
pressed an ardent desire to be acquainted with the 
author, from motives which my great modesty will 
not suffer me to particularize. Mr. Jones, however, 
like a wise man, informed his lordship that, for 
certain special reasons and causes, I had declined 
going into company for many years, and that there- 
fore he must not hope for my acquaintance. His 
lordship most civilly subjoined that he was 
sorry for it. " And is that all ?" say you. Now 
were I to hear you say so, I should look foolish 
and say, " Yes." But, having you at a distance, I 
snap my fingers at you and say, " No, that is not 

all." Mr. , who favours us now and then 

with his company in an evening as usual, was not 
long since discoursing with that eloquence which is 
80 peculiar to himself, on the many providential 
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interpositions that had taken place in his favour. 
" He had wished for many things," he said, "which, 
at the time when he formed these wishes, seemed 
distant and improbable, some of them indeed impos- 
sible. Among other wishes that he had indulged, 
one was that he might be connected with men of 
genius and ability — and, in my connexion with this 
worthy gentleman," said he, turning to me, " that 
wish, I am sure, is amply gratified." You may 
suppose that I felt the sweat gush out upon my 
forehead when I heard this speech ; and if you do, 
you will not be at all mistaken. So much was I 
delighted with the deHcacy of that incense. 

Thus far I proceeded easily enough ; and here I 
laid down my pen, and spent some minutes in re- 
collection, endeavouring to find some subject with 
which I might fill the little blank that remains. But 
none presents itself. Farewell therefore, and re- 
member those who are mindful of you I 

Present our love to all your comfortable fireside, 
and believe me ever most affectionately yours, 

W. C. 

They that read Greek with the accents, would 
pronounce the e in ^tXeoi as an »;. But I do not 
hold with that practice, though educated in it. I 
should therefore utter it just as I do the Latin word 
JiUo, taking the quantity for my guide. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Feb. 19, 1785. 

My dear Friend — I am obliged to you for ap- 
prising me of the various occasions of delay to which 
your letters are liable. Furnished with such a key, 
I shall be able to account for any accidental tardi- 
ness, without supposing any thing worse than that 
you yourself have been interrupted, or that your 
messenger has not been punctual. 

Mr. Teedon has just left us.* He came to ex- 
hibit to us a specimen of his kinsman's skill in the 
art of book-binding. The book on which he had 
exercised his ingenuity was your Life. You did 
not indeed make a very splendid appearance; but, 
considering that you were dressed by an imtaught 
artificer, and that it was his first attempt, you had 
no cause to be dissatisfied. The young man has 
evidently the possession of talents, by which he 
might shine for the benefit of others and for his own, 
did not his situation smother him. He can make 
a dulcimer, tune it, play upon it, and with conmion 
advantages would undoubtedly have been able to 
make a harpsichord. But unfortunately he lives 
where neither the one nor the other is at all in 
YOgae. He can convert the shell of a cocoa-nut 
into a decent drinking-cup ; but, when he has done, 
he must either fiU it at the pump, or use it merely 
as an ornament of his own mantel-tree. In like 

• Private Correspondence. 

f He was an intelligent schoolmaster at Olney. 
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manner, he can bind a book ; but, if he would have 
books to bind, he must either make them or buy 
them, for we have few or no literati at Olney. Some 
men have talents with which they do mischief; and 
others have talents with which, if they do no mis- 
chief to others, at least they can do but little good 
to themselves. They are however always a blessing, 
unless by our own folly we make them a curse; for, 
if we cannot turn them to a lucrative account, they 
may however furnish us, at many a dull season, with 
the means of innocent amusement. Suc^ is the use 
that Mr. Killingworth makes of his ; and this even- 
ing we have, I think, made him happy, having fur- 
nished him with two octavo volumes, in which the 
principles and practice of all ingenious arts are 
inculcated and explained. I make little doubt that, 
by the half of it, he will in time be able to perform 
many feats, for which he will never be one farthing 
the richer, but by which nevertheless himself and 
his kin will be much diverted. 

The winter returning upon us at this late season 
with redoubled severity is an event unpleasant even 
to us who are well furnished with fuel, and seldom 
feel much of it, unless when we step into bed or get 
out of it ; but how much more formidable to the 
poor I When ministers talk of resources, that word 
never fails to send my imagination into the mud- 
wall cottages of our poor at Olney. There I find 
assembled in one individual the miseries of age, 
sickness, and the extremest penury. We have many 
such instances around us. The parish perhaps al- 
lows such an one a shilling a week; but, being 
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numbed with cold and crippled by disease, she can- 
not possibly earn herself another. Such persons 
therefore suffer all that famine can inflict upon 
them, only that they are not actually starved; a 
catastrophe which to many of them I suppose would 
prove a happy release. One cause of all this misery 
is the exorbitant taxation with which the country is 
encumbered, so that to the poor the few pence they 
are able to procure have almost lost their value. 
Yet the budget will be opened soon, and soon we 
shall hear of resources. But I could conduct the 
statesman who rolls down to the House in a chariot 
as splendid as that of Phaeton into scenes that, if 
he had any sensibility for the woes of others, would 
make him tremble at the mention of the word.— 
This, however, is not what I intended when I began 
this paragraph. I was going to observe that, of all 
the winters we have passed at Olney, and this is 
the seventeenth, the present has confined us most. 
Thrice, and but thrice, since the middle of October, 
have we escaped into the fields for a little fresh air 
and a little change of motion. The last time indeed 
it was at some peril that we did it, Mrs. Unwin 
having slipped into a ditch, and, though I performed 
the part of an active 'squire upon the occasion, es- 
caped out of it upon her hands and knees. 

If the town afford any other news than I here 
send you, it has not reached me yet I am in per- 
fect health, at least of body, and Mrs. Unwin is 
tolerably well. Adieu I We remember you al- 
ways, you and yours, with as much affection as 
j^ou can desire ; which being said, and said truly. 
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leaves me quite at a loss for any other conclusion 
than that of 

'_ W- C. 

TO JOSEPH HILL ESQ.* 

Olney, Feb. 27, 1785. 

My dear Friend — I write merely to inquire after 
3^our health, and with a sincere desire to hear that 
3^ou are better. Horace somewhere advises his 
^&iend to give his client the slip, and come and 
Bpend the evening with him. I am not so inconsi- 
derate as to recommend the same measure to you, 
Viecause we are not such very near neighbours as a 
t:rip of that sort requires that we should be. But I 
do verily wish that you would favour me with just five 
minutes of the time that properly belongs to your 
clients, and place it to my account. Employ it, I 
mean, in telling me that you are better at least, if 
not recovered. 

I have been pretty much indisposed myself since 
I wrote last ; but except in point of strength am 
now as well as before. My disorder was what is 
commonly called and best understood by the name 
of a thorough cold; which being interpreted, no 
doubt you well know, signifies shiverings, aches, 
burnings, lassitude, together with many other ills 
that flesh is heir to. James's powder is my nos- 
trum on all such occasions, and nevei: fails. 

Yours, my dear friend, 

W. C. 
* Pnv&td Correspondence. 
VOL. III. C. 
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The next letter discovers the plajrful and sportive 
wit of Cowper. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, March 19. 1785. 

My dear Friend — You will wonder no doubt when 
I tell you that I write upon a card-table ; and will 
be still more surprised when I add that we break- 
fast, dine, sup, upon a card-table. In short, it 
serves all purposes, except the only one for which 
it was originally designed. The solution of this 
mystery shall follow, lest it should run in your head 
at a wrong time, and should puzzle you perhaps 
when you are on the point of ascending your pulpit : 
for I have heard you say that at such seasons your 
mind is oflen troubled with impertinent intrusions. 
The round table which we formerly had in use was 
unequal to the pressure of my superincumbent 
breast and elbows. When I wrote upon it, it 
creaked and tilted, and by a variety of inconvenient 
tricks disturbed the process. The fly-table was too 
slight and too small; the square dining-table too 
heavy and too large, occupying, when its leaves 
were spread, almost the whole parlour; and the 
sideboard-table, having its station at too great a 
distance from the fire, and not being easily shifted 
out of its place and into it again, by i-eason of its 
size, was equally unfit for my purpose. The card- 
table, therefore, which had for sixteen years been 
banished as mere lumber ; the card-table, which is 

♦ Private Correspondence. 
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3vered with green baize, and is therefore preferable 
) any other that has a slippery surface ; the card- 
ible, that stands firm and never totters, — is ad- 
ance^ to the honour of assisting me upon my scrib- 
ling occasions, and, because we choose to avoid the 
'ouble of making frequent changes in the position 
f our household furniture, proves equally service- 
ble upon all others. It has cost us now and then 
iie downfall of a glass : for, when covered with a 
ible-cloth, the fish-ponds are not easily discerned ; 
nd, not being seen, are sometimes as little thought 
f. But, having numerous good qualities which 
bundantly compensate that single inconvenience, 
re spill upon it our coffee, our wine, and our ale, 
dthout murmuring, and resolve that it shall be our 
Bible still to the exclusion of all others. Not to be 
edious, I will add but one more circumstance upon 
he subject, and that only because it will impress 
ipon you, as much as any thing that I have said, a 
ense of the value we set upon its escritorial capa- 
ity. Parched and penetrated on one side by the 
leat of the fire, it has opened into a large fissure, 
irhich pervades not the moulding of it only, but the 
ery substance of the plank. At the mouth of this 
perture a sharp splinter presents itself, which, as 
ure as it comes in contact with a gown or an apron, 
ears it. It happens unfortunately to be on that 
ide of this excellent and never-to-be-forgotten table 
rhich Mrs. Unwin sweeps with her apparel, almost 
8 often as she rises from her chair. The conse- 
[uences need not, to use the fashionable phrase, be 
iven in detail : but the needle sets all to rights ; 

c2 
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and the card-table still holds possession of its func- 
tions without a livaL 

Clean roads and milder weather have once more 
released us, opening a way for our escape into our 
accustomed walks. We have both I believe been 
sufferers by such a long confinement. Mrs. Unwin 
has had a nervous fever all the winter, and I a 
stomach that has quarrelled with every thing, and 
not seldom even with its bread and butter. Her 
complaint I hope is at length removed ; but mine 
seems more obstinate, giving way to nothing that I 
can oppose to it, except just in the moment when 
the opposition is made. I ascribe this malady — 
both our maladies, indeed — in a great measure to 
our want of exercise. We have each of us prac- 
tised more in other days than lately we have been 
able to take ; and, for my own part, till I was more 
than thirty years old, it was almost essential to my 
comfort to be perpetually in motion. My consti- 
tution therefore misses, I doubt not, its usual aids 
of this kind ; and, unless for purposes which I can- 
not foresee. Providence should interpose to prevent 
it, will probably reach the moment of its dissolution 
the sooner for being so little disturbed. A vitiated 
digestion I believe always terminates, if not cured, 
in the production of some chronical disorder. In 
several I have known it produce a dropsy. But no 
matter. Death is inevitable ; and whedier we die 
to-day or to-morrow, a watery death or a dry one, 
is of no consequence. The state of our spiritual 
health is all. Could I discover a few more symp- 
toms of convalescence there, this body might moulder 
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into its original dust without one sigh from me. 
Nothing of all this did I mean to say ; hut I have 
said it, and must now seek another subject. 

One of our most favourite walks is spoiled. The 
spinney is cut down to the stumps — even the lilacs 
and the syringas, to the stumps. Little did I think, 
(though indeed I might have thought it,) that the 
trees which skreened me from the sim last summer 
would this winter be employed in roasting potatoes 
and boiling tea-kettles for the poor of Olney. But 
so it has proved; and we ourselves have at this 
moment more than two waggon-loads of them in 
our wood-loft. 

Such yarious seirices can trees perform ; 

Whom once they skreen'd from heat, in time they warm. 

A letter from Manchester reached our town last 
Sunday, addressed to the mayor or other chief 
magistrate of Olney. The purport of it was to ex- 
cite him and his neighbours to petition Parliament 
against the concessions to Ireland that Government 
has in contemplation. Mr. Maurice Smith, as con- 
stable, took the letter. But whether that most re- 
spectable personage amongst us intends to comply 
with the terms of it, or not, I am ignorant. For 
myself, however, I can pretty well answer, that I 
shall sign no petition of the sort ; both because I do 
not think myself competent to a right imderstanding 
of the question, and because it appears to me that, 
whatever be the event, no place in England can be 
less concerned in it than Olney. 

We rejoice that you are ail well. Our love at- 
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tends Mrs. Newton and yourself, and the young 
ladies. 

I am yours, my dear friend, as usual, 

W. C. 



Ik 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, March 20, 1785. 

My dear William — I thank you for your letter. 
It made me laugh, and there are not many things 
capable of being contained within the dimensions of 
a letter for which I see cause to be more thankfiil. 
I was pleased too to see my opinion of his lordship's 
nonchalance, upon a subject that you had so much 
at heart, completely verified. I do not know that 
the eye of a nobleman was ever dissected. I can- 
not help supposing, however, that were that organ, 
as it exists in the head of such a personage, to be 
accurately examined, it would be found to differ 
materially in its construction from the eye of a 
commoner ; so very different is the view that men 
in an elevated and in an humble station have of the 
same object. What appears great, sublime, beauti- 
ful, and important to you and to me, when submitted 
to my lord or his grace, and submitted too with the 
utmost humility, is either too minute to be visible 
at all, or, if seen, seems trivial and of no account. 
My supposition therefore seems not altogether chi- 
merical. 

In two months I have corrected proof-sheets to 
the amount of ninety-three pages, and no more. In 
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Other words, I have received three packets. Nothing 
is quick enough for impatience, and I suppose that 
the impatience of an author has the quickest of all 
possible movements. It appears to me, however, 
that at this rate we shall not publish till next au- 
tumn. Should you happen therefore to pass John- 
son's door, pop in your head as you go, and just in- 
sinuate to him that, were his remittances rather 
more frequent, that frequency would be no incon- 
venience to me. I much expected one this even- 
ing, a fortnight having now elapsed since the arrival 
of the last. But none came, and I felt myself a 
little mortified. I took up the newspaper, however, 
and read it. There I found that the emperor and 
the Dutch are, after all their negotiations, going to 
war. Such reflections as these struck me. A great 
part of Europe is going to be involved in the great- 
est of all calamities : troops are in motion — artillery 
is drawn together — cabinets are busied in contriving 
schemes of blood and devastation — thousands will 
perish who are incapable of understanding the dis- 
pute, and thousands who, whatever the event may 
be, are little more interested in it than myself, will 
suffer unspeakable hardships in the course of the 
quarreL — Well ! Mr. Poet, and how then ? You 
have composed certain verses, which you are de- 
sirous to see in print, and, because the impression 
seems to be delayed, you are displeased, not to say 
dispirited. Be ashamed of yourself I you live in a 
world in which your feelings may find worthier 
subjects --be concerned for the havoc of nations, 
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and mourn over your retarded volume, when you 
find a dearth of more important tragedies ! 

You postpone certain topics of conference to our 
next meeting. When shall it take place? I do 
not wish for you just now, because the garden is a 
wilderness, and so is all the country around us. In 
May we shall have 'sparagus, and weather in which 
we may stroll to Weston ; at least we may hope for 
it ; therefore come in May ; you will find us happy 
to receive you and as much of your fair household 
as you can bring with you. 

We are very sorry for your uncle's indisposition. 
The approach of summer seems however to be in 
his favour, that season being of all remedies for the 
rheumatism, I believe, the most effectual. 

I thank you for your intelligence concerning the 
celebrity of John Gilpin. You may be sure that it 
was agreeable ; but your own feelings, on occasion 
of that article, pleased me most of all. Well, my 
friend, be comforted ! You had not an opportunity 
of saying publicly, " I know the author." But the 
author himself will say as much for you soon, and 
perhs^s will feel in doing so a gratification equal to 
yoiur own.** 

In the affair of face-painting, I am precisely oi 
your opinion. 

Adieu, 

W. C. 

• The poem of ** The Task" was inscribed to Mr. Unwin. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, April 9, 1785. 

My dear Friend — In a letter to the printer of the 
Northampton Mercury, we have the following his- 
tory : — An ecclesiastic of the name of Ziehen, Ger- 
man superintendent or Lutheran bishop of Zetter- 
feldt, in the year 1779 delivered to the courts of 
Hanover and Brunswick a prediction to the follow- 
ing purport: that an earthquake is at hand, the 
greatest and most destructive ever known ; that it 
will originate in the Alps and in their neighbour- 
hood, especially at Moimt St Gothard ; at the foot 
of which mountain it seems foiur rivers have their 
source, of which the Rhine is one f — the names of 
the rest I have forgotten — they are all to be swal- 
lowed up; that the earth will open into an im- 
mense fissure, which will divide all Europe, reaching 
from the aforesaid moimtain to the states of Hol- 
land ; that the Zuyder Sea will be absorbed in the 
gulf; that the Bristol Channel will be no more ; in 
shorty that the north of Europe will be separated 
from the south, and that seven thousand cities, 
towns, and villages will be destroyed. This pre- 
diction he delivered at the aforesaid courts in the 

* Pcivate Correspondeace. 

t This is a geographical error. The Rhine takes its rise 
in the canton of the Grisons. It is the Rhone which derives 
its source from the western flank of Mount St. Gothard, where 
there are three springs, which unite their waters to that tor 
rent. The river Aar rises not far distant, but there is no other 
river. — Edit. 
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year seventy-nine, asserting that in February follow- 
ing the commotion would begin, and that by Easter 
1786 the whole would be accomplished. Accord- 
ingly, between the 15th and 27th of February, in 
the year eighty, the public gazettes and newspapers 
took notice of several earthquakes in the Alps, and 
in the regions at their foot ; particularly about . 
Mount St. Gothard. From this partial fulfilment, 

Mr. O argues the probability of a complete 

one, and exhorts the world to watch and be pre- 
pared. He adds moreover that Mr. Ziehen was a 
pious man, a man of science, and a man of sense ; 
and that when he gave in his writing he offered to 
swear to it — I suppose, as a revelation from above. 
He is since dead. 

Nothing in the whole affair pleases me so much 
as that he has named a short day for the completion 
of his prophecy. It is tedious work to hold the 
judgment in suspense for many years; but any 
body methinks may wait with patience till a twelve- 
month shall pass away, especially when an earth- 
quake of such magnitude is in question. I do not 
say that Mr. Ziehen is deceived; but, if he be 
not, I will say that he is the first modern prophet 
who has not both been a subject of deception him- 
self and a deceiver of others. A year will show. 

Our love attends all your family. Belieye me, 
my dear friend, affectionately yours, 

w.c: 



I 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, April 22, 1785. 

My dear Friend — When I received your account 
of the great celebrity of John Gilpin, I felt myself 
, both flattered and grieved. Being man, and having 
in my composition all the ingredients of which other 
men are made, and vanity among the rest, it pleased 
me to reflect that I was on a sudden become so 
famous, and that all the world was busy inquiring 
afler me : but, the next moment, recollecting my 
former self, and that thirteen years ago, as harmless 
as John's history is, I should not then have written 
it, my spirits sank and I was ashamed of my success. 
Your letter was followed the next post by one from 
Mr. Unwin. You tell me that I am rivalled by 
Mrs. Bellamy ;f and he, that I have a competitor 
for fame not less formidable in the Learned Pig. 
Alas ! what is an author's popularity worth in a 
world that can suffer a prostitute on one side, 
and a pig on the other, to eclipse his brightest 
glories ? I am therefore sufficiently humbled by 
these considerations ; and, unless I should hereafter 
be ordained to engross the public attention by means 
more magnificent than a song, am persuaded that I 
shall suffer no real detriment by their applause. 
I have produced many things, under the influence 
of despair, which hope would not have permitted 

• Private Correspondence. 

t A celebrated actress, who wrote her memoirs, which were 
much read at that time. 
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to spring. But, if the soil of that melancholy, in 
which I have walked so long, has thrown up here 
and there an ui^rofitable fungus, it is well at least 
that it is not chargeable with having brought forth 
poison. Like you, I see or think I can see, that 
Gilpin may have his use. Causes, in appearance 
trivial, produce often the most beneficial conse- , 
quences ; and perhaps my volumes may now travel 
to a distance, which, if they had not been ushered 
into the world by that notable horseman, they would 
never have reached. Our temper differs somewhat 
from that of the ancient Jews. They would neither 
dance nor weep. We indeed weep not, if a man 
mourn imto us ; but I must needs say that, if he 
pipe, we seem disposed to dance with the greatest 
alacrity. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, April 30, 1785. 

My dear Friend — I return you thanks for a letter 
80 warm with the intelligence of the celebrity of 
John Gilpin. I little thought, when I mounted 
him upon my Pegasus, that he would become so 
famous. I have learned also from Mr. Newton that 
he is equally renowned in Scotland, and that a lady 
there had imdertaken to write a second part, on the 
subject of Mrs. Gilpin's retiun to London ; but, not 
succeeding in it as she wished, she dropped it. He 
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tells me likewise that the head master of St. Paul's 
school (who he is I know not) has conceived, in 
€X>nsequence of the entertainment that John has 
affi>rded him, a vehement desire to write to me. 
Let us hope he will alter his mind; for, should 
we even exchange civilities on the occasion, Tiro- 
cinium will spoil alL The great estimation how- 
ever in which this knight of the stone-bottles is 
held may turn out a circumstance propitious to the 
volume, of which his history will make a part. 
Those events that prove the prelude to our greatest 
success are often apparently trivial in themselves, 
and such as seemed to promise nothing. The dis- 
appointment that Horace mentions is reversed — 
We design a mug, and it proves a hogshead. It is 
a little hard that I alone should be unfurnished with 
a printed copy of this facetious story. When you 
visit London next, you must buy the most elegant 
impression of it, and bring it with you. I thank 
you also for writing to Johnson. I likewise wrote 
to him myself. Your letter and mine together 
have operated to admiration. There needs nothing 
more but that the effect be lasting, and the whole 
will soon be printed. We now draw towards the 
middle of the fifth book of « The Task." The man, 
J(^son, is like unto some vicious horses that I 
have known. They would not budge till they were 
spurred, and when they were spurred they would 
kick. So did he— his temper was somewhat dis- 
concerted ; but his pace was quickened, and I was 
contented. 

I was very much pleased with the following 
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sentence in Mr. Newton's last, — " I am perfectly 
satisfied with the propriety of your proceeding as 
to the publication." — Now, therefore, we are friends 
again. Now he once more inquires afler the work, 
which, till he had disburthened himself of this 
acknowledgment, neither he nor I in any of our 
letters to each other ever mentioned. Some side- 
wind has wafled to him a report of those reasons 
by which I justified my conduct. I never made a 
secret of them. Both your mother and I have 
studiously deposited them with those who we thought 
were most likely to transmit them to him. They 
wanted only a hearing, which once obtained, their 
solidity and cogency were such that they were sure 
to prevail. 

You mention . I formerly knew the man 

you mention, but his elder brother much better. 
We were school-fellows, and he was one of a club 
of seven Westminster men, to which I belonged, 
who dined together every Thursday. Should it 
please God to give me ability to perform the poet's 
part to some purpose, many whom I once called 
friends, but who have since treated me with a most 
magnificent indifference, will be ready to take me by 
the hand again, and some, whom I never held in 

that estimation, will, like , (who was but a 

boy when I left London,) boast of a connexion 
with me which they never had. Had I the virtues, 
and graces, and accomplishments of St. Paul him- 
self, I might have them at Olney, and nobody would 
care a button about me, yourself and one or two 
more excepted. Fame begets favoiu*, and one talent. 
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if it be rubbed a little bright by use and practice, 
mil procure a man more friends than a thousand 
virtues. Dr. Johnson, (I believe,) in the life of 
one of our poets, says that he retired from the 
world flattering himself that he should be regretted. 
But the world never missed him. I think his 
observation upon it is that the vacancy made by 
the retreat of any individual is soon filled up ; 
that a man may always be obscure, if he chooses to 
be so ; and that he who neglects the world will be 
by the world neglected. 

Your mother and I walked yesterday in the 
Wilderness. As we entered the gate, a glimpse 
of something white, contained in a little hole in 
the gate-post, caught my eye. I looked again, 
and discovered a bird's nest, with two tiny eggs 
in it. By-and-by they will be fledged, and tailed, 
and get wing-feathers, and fly. My case is some- 
what similar to that of the parent bird. My 
nest is in a little nook. Here I brood and hatch, 
and in due time my progeny takes wing and 
whistles. 

We wait for the time of your coming with plea- 
sant expectations. 

Yours truly, 

W. C. 



The following letter records an impressive in- 
stance of the instability of human life ; and also 
contains some references, of deep pathos, to his own 
personal history and feelings. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olcey, May. 1785. 

My dear Friend I do not know that 1 shall 
send you news ; but, whether it be news or not, 
it is necessary that I should relate the fact, lest 
I should omit an article of intelligence important 
at least at Olney. The event took place much 
nearer to you than to us, and yet it is possible 
that no account of it may yet have reached you. 
— Mr. Ashburner the elder, went to London on 
Tuesday se'nnight in perfect health and in high 
spirits, so as to be remarkably cheerful ; and was 
brought home in a hearse the Friday following. 
Soon afler his arrival in town, he complained of 
an acute pain in his elbow, then in his shoulder, 
then in both shoulders ; was blooded ; took two 
doses of such medicine as an apothecary thou^t 
might do him good ; and died on Thursday in the 
morning at ten o'clock. When I first heard the 
tidings I could hardly credit them ; and yet have 
lived long enough myself to have seen manifold 
and most convincing proofs that neither health, 
great strength, nor even youth itself, afford the 
least security from the stroke of death. It is not 
common however for men at the age of thirty-six 
to die so suddenly. I saw him but a few days 
before, with a bundle of gloves and hatbands under 
his arm, at the door of Geary Ball, who lay at that 

* Private Correspondence. 
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^iHQe a corpse. The following day I saw him march 
before the coffin, and lead the procession that at- 
^iwled Geary to the grave. He might be truly 
^d to march, for his step was heroic, his figure 
^letic, and his countenance as firm and confident 
88 if he had been born only to bury others, and 
was sure never to be buried himself. Such he ap- 
peared to me, while I stood at the window and con- 
templated his deportment ; and then he died. 

I am sensible of the tenderness and affectionate 
kindness with which you recollect our past inter- 
course, and express your hopes of my future resto- 
ration. I too within the last eight months have had 
my hopes, though they have been of short duration, 
cut off like the foam upon the waters. Some previous 
adjustments indeed are necessary, before a lasting 
expectation of comfort can have place in me. There 
are those persuasions in my mind which either entirely 
forbid the entrance of hope, or, if it enter, immedi- 
ately eject it. They are incompatible with any 
such inmate, and must be turned out themselves 
before so desirable a guest can possibly have secure 
possession. This, you say, will be done. It may 
be, but it is not done yet ; nor has a single step in 
the course of God's dealings with me been taken 
towards it. If I mend, no creature ever mended so 
slowly that recovered at last. I am like a slug or 
txualf that has fallen into a deep well : slug as he is, 
he performs his descent with an alacrity propor- 
tioned to his weight; but he does not crawl up 
again quite so fast. Mine was a rapid plunge ; but 
my return to daylight, if I am indeed retacuVni^^ vik 

VOL, JJI0 T\ 
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leisurely enough. I wish you a swill progress, and 
a pleasant one, through the great subject that yoa 
have in hand ;* and set that value upon your letters 
to which they are in themselves entitled, but which 
is certainly increased by that peculiar attention 
which the writer of them pays to me. Were I 
stich as I once was, I should say that I have 
a claim upon your particular notice which nothing 
ought to supersede. Most of your other connexions 
you may fairly be said to have formed by your own 
act ; but your connexion with me was the work of 
God. The kine that went up with the ark from 
Bethshemesh left what they loved behind them, in 
obedience to an impression which to them was per- 
fectly dark and unintelligible.f Your journey to 
Huntingdon was not less wonderful. He indeed 
who sent you knew well wherefore, but you knew 
not. That dispensation therefore would furnish me, 
as long as we can both remember it, with a plea 
fi)r some distinction at your hands, had I occasion 
to use and urge it, which I have not. But I am 
altered since that time ; and if your affection for 
me had ceased, you might very reasonably justify 
your change by mine. I can cay nothing for myself 
jEit present ; but this I can venture to foretell, that, 
should the restoration of which my friends assure 
me obtain, I shall undoubtedly love those who have 
continued to love me, even in a state of transforma- 

• Mr. Newton was at this time preparing two volumes of 
Sermons for the press, on the subject of the Messiah, preached 
on the occasion of the Commemoration of Handel. 
«' t See 1 Sam. vi. 7 — 10. 
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from my former self, much more than ever. I 
ubt not that Nebuchadnezzar had friends in his 
osperity ; all kings have many. But when his 
lis became like eagles' claws, and he ate grass like 

1 ox, I suppose he had few to pity him. 

We are going to pay Mr. Pomfretf a morning 

sit. Our errand is to see a fine bed of tulips, a 

ght that I never saw. Fine painting, and God the 

list. Mrs. Unwin has something to say in the 

>ver. I leave her therefore to make her own 

curtesy, and only add that I am yours and Mrs. 

ewton's 

affectionate 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olnej, June 4, 1785. 

My dear Friend — Mr. Greatheed had your letter 
le day after we received it. J He is a well-bred, 
greeable young man, and one whose eyes have 
een opened, I doubt not, for the benefit of others, 
3 well as for his own. He preached at Olney a day 
r two ago, and I have reason to think with accept- 
Qce and success. One person, at least, who had 
een in prison some weeks, received his enlarge- 

t The Rector at that time of Emberton, near Olney. 

• Private Correspondence. 

I The Rev. Mr. Greatheed was a man of piety and talent, 
ad much respected in his dajt He wrote a short and inte- 
)6tiog memoir of Cowper. 

D 2 
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ment under him. I should have been glad to have 
been a hearer, but that privilege is not allowed me yet 

My book is at length printed, and I returned the 
last proof to Johnson on Tuesday. I have ordered 
a copy to Charles Square, and have directed Johnson 
to enclose one with it, addressed to John Bacon, 
Esq. I was obliged to give you this trouble, no^ 
being sure of the place of his abode. I have taken 
the liberty to mention him, as an artist, in terms that 
he well deserves. The passage was written soon after 
I received the engraving with which he &voured 
me,* and while the impression that it made upon me 
was yet warm. He will therefore excuse the liberty 
that I have taken, and place it to the account of 
those feelings which he himself excited. 

The walking season is returned. We visit the 
Wilderness daily. Mr. Throckmorton last summer 
presented me with a key of his garden. The family 
are all absent, except the priest and a servant or 
two ; so that the honeysuckles, lilacs, and syringas, 
are all our own. 

We are well, and our united love attends your- 
selves and the young ladies. 

Yours, my dear friend. 

With much afiPection, 

W. C. 

* The engraving of Bacon's celebrated monument of Lord 
Chatham, iii Westminster Abbey. 
The passage alluded to is as follows : — 

" Bacon there 

Gives more than female beauty to a stone, 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips.'' 

The Task, Book I. 
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TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 



Olney, June 25, 1785. 

My dear Friend — I write in a nook that I call my 
tftfotr. It is a summer-house not much bigger 
an a sedan-chair, the door of which opens into 
e garden, that is now crowded with pinks, 
ses, and honeysuckles, and the window into my 
jighbour's orchard. It formerly served an apothe- 
iry, now dead, as a smoking-room ; and under my 
set is a trap-door which once covered a hole in the 
round, where he kept his bottles ; at present, how- 
irer, it is dedicated to sublimer uses. Having lined 
with garden-mats, and furnished it with a table 
ad two chairs, here I write all that I write in sum- 
ler time, whether to my friends or to the public, 
t is secure ft-om all noise, and a refuge from all in- 
rusion ; for intruders sometimes trouble me in the 
onter evenings at Olney: but (thanks to my 
otidoir /) I can now hide myself from them. A 
oet's retreat is sacred : they acknowledge the truth 
f that proposition, and never presume to violate 
t.* 

* Cowper's sammer-bonBe is still in existence. It is a 
mall, b amble bail din ^, isituated at tbe back of the premises 
rUch he occupied at Olney, and commanding a full view of 
be church and of the vicarage-bouse. Humble however as it 
ppearsy it is approached with those feelings of veneration 
rhich the scene of so many interesting recollections cannot 
111 to inspire. There he wrote " The Task/' and most of his 
'oems, except daring the rigour of the winter months. There 
00 he carried on that epistolary correspondence, which is dis- 
bgoished by so much wit, ease, and gracefulness, and by the 
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The last sentence puts me in mind to tell you that 
I have ordered my volmne to your door. My book- 
seller is the most dilatory of all his fraternity, or you 
would have received it long since. It is more than 
a month since I returned him the last proof, and 
consequently since the printing was finished. I 
sent him the manuscript at the beginning of last 
November, that he might publish while the town 
was full, and he will hit the exact moment when it 
is entirely empty. Patience (you will perceive) is 
in no situation exempted from the severest trials ; a 
remark that may serve to comfort you under the 
numberless trials of your own. 

W. C. 

Cowper again feelingly alludes in the letter which 
follows, to that absence of mental comfort under 
which he so habitually laboured. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, June 25, 1785. 
My dear Friend — A note that we received from 
Mr. Scott, by your desire, informing us of the amend- 
ment of Mrs. Newton's health, demands our thanks, 
having relieved us from no little anxiety upon her 
account. The welcome purport of it was soon after 
confirmed, so that at present we feel ourselves at 

oyerflowings of a warm and affectionate heart. No trayeller 
seems to enter without considering it to be the shrine of the 
Muses, and leaving behind a poetical tribute to the memory 
of so distinguished an author. 
* Private Correspondence. 



LIFE OF COWrPER. 39 

erty to hope that by mis time Mrs. Newton*8 re- 
f&y is complete. Sally's looks do credit to the 
of Hoxton. She seems to have lost nothing, 
ler in complexion or dimensions, by her removal 
ice ; and, which is still more to the credit of your 
at town, she seems in spiritual things also to be 
very same Sally whom we knew once at Olney. 
lation therefore is nothing. They who have the 
ins of grace and an art to use them, will thrive 
where ; others nowhere. More than a few, who 
e formerly ornaments of this garden which you 
e watered here flourished, and here have seemed 
rither. Others, transplanted into a soil appa- 
tly less favourable to their growth, either find 
exchange an advantage, or at least are not im- 
•ed by it. Of myself, who had once both leaves 
fruit, but who have now neither, I say nothing, 
only this, — that when I am overwhelmed with 
pair I repine at my barrenness, and think it hard 
be thus blighted ; but when a glimpse of hope 
aks in upon me, I am contented to be the sapless 
ig I am, knowing- that He who has commanded 
to wither can command me to flourish again when 
pleases. My experiences however of this latter 
i are rare and transient. The light that reaches 
cannot be compared either to that of the sun or 
iie moon. It is a flash in a dark night, during 
ch the heavens seem opened only to shut again. 
Ve inquired, but could not learn, that any thing 
norable passed in the last moments of poor Na- 
1. I listened in expectation that he would at 
t acknowledge what all who knew him in his 
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more lively days had so long seen and lamented, his 
neglect of the best things, and his eager pursuit of 
riches. But he was totally silent upon that subject. 
Yet it was evident that the cares of this world had 
choked in him much of the good seed, and that he 
was no longer the Nathan whom we have so often 
heard at the old house, rich in spirit, though poor in 
expression : whose desires were unutterable in every 
sense, both because they were too big for language, 
and because Nathan had no language for them. I be« 
lieve with you however that he is safe at home. He 
had a weak head and strong passions, which He who 
made him well knew, and for which He would un- 
doubtedly make great allowance. The forgiveness 
of God is large and absolute ; so large, that though 
in general He calls for confession of our sins. He 
sometimes dispenses with that preliminary, and will 
not suffer even the delinquent himself to mention hi« 
transgression. He has so forgiven it, that He seems 
to have forgotten it too, and will have the sinner tc 
forget it also. Such instances perhaps may not be 
common, but I know that there have been such, and 
it might be so with Nathan. 

I know not what Johnson is about, neither do ] 
now inquire. It will be a month to-morrow since I 
returned him the last proof. He might, I suppose, 
have published by this time without hurrying himsdi 
into a fever, or breaking his neck through tlie vUf- 
lence of his dispatch. But having never seen the 
book advertised, I conclude that he has not. Had 
the Parliament risen at the usual time, he would have 
been just too late, and tKou^lv It sits longer than 
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^**Ual, or is likely to do so, I should not wonder if 
^ were too late at last. Dr. Johnson laughs at 
Savage for charging the still-birth of a poem of his 
J^on the bookseller's delay ; yet, when Dr. Johnson 
hd a poem of his own to publish, no man ever dis- 
oorered more anxiety to meet the market. But I 
have taken thought about it till I am grown weary 
of the subject, and at last have placed myself much 
at my ease upon the cushion of this one resolution, 
that, if ever I have dealings hereafter with my pre- 
sent manager, we will proceed upon other terms. 

Mr. Wright called here last Sunday, by whom 
Lord Dartmouth made obliging inquiries after the 
volume, and was pleased to say that he was impa- 
tient to see it. I told him that I had ordered a copy 
to his lordship, which I hoped he would receive, if 
not soon, at least before he should retire into the 
country. I have also ordered one to Mr. Barham. 

We suffer in this country very much by drought. 
The com, I believe, is in most places thin, and the 
hay harvest amounts in some to not more than the 
fifth o£ a crop. Heavy taxes, excessive levies for 
the poor, and lean acres, have brought our farmers 
almost to their wits' end ; and many who are not 
farmers are not very remote from the same point of 
despondency. I do not despond, because I was 
never much addicted to anxious thoughts about the 
future in respect of temporals. But I feel myself 
a little angry with a minister who, when he imposed 
a tax upon gloves, was not ashamed to call them a 
luxury. Caps and boots lined with fur are not ac- 
counted a luxury in Eussia, neitheT caiv ^on^%\^^ 
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reasonably deemed such in a climate sometime^ 
hardly less severe than that. Nature indeed is con- 
tent with little, and luxury seems, in some respect, 
rather relative than of any fixed construction. Ac- 
cordingly it may become in time a luxury for an 
Englishman to wear breeches, because it is possiUe 
to exist without them, and because persons of a mo- 
derate income may find them too expensive. I hope 
however to be hid in the dust before that day shall 
come ; for, having worn them so many years, if they 
be indeed a luxury, they are such a one as I could 
very ill spare ; yet spare them I must, if I cannot 
afford to wear them. 

We are tolerably well in health, and as to spirits, 
much as usual — seldom better, sometimes worse. , 
Yours, my dear friend, affectionately, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON,* 

Olney. July 9, 1785. 

My dear Friend — You wrong your own judgment 
when you represent it as not to be trusted; and 
mine, if you suppose that I have that opinion of it. 
Had you disapproved, I should have been hurt and 
mortified. No man's disapprobation would have 
hurt me more. Your favourable sentiments of my 
book must consequently give me pleasure in the 
same proportion. By the post, last Sunday, I had 
a letter from Lord Dartmouth, in which he thanked 

* Private Coiies^ondence. 
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^e for my volume, of which he had read only a 

P«ut Of that part however he expresses himself 

^ terms with which my authorship has abundant 

cause to be satisfied ; and adds that the specimen 

has made him impatient for the whole. I have 

fifcewise received a letter from a judicious friend of 

mine in London, and a man of fine taste, unknown 

to you, who speaks of it in the same language. 

Fortified by these cordials, I feel myself qualified 

to face the world without much anxiety, and 

delivered in a great measure from those fears which 

I suppose all men feel upon the like occasion. 

My first volume I sent, as you may remember, 
to the Lord Chancellor, accompanied by a friendly 
but respectful epistle. His Lordship however 
thought it not worth his while to return me any 
answer, or to take the least notice of my present. 
I sent it also to Colman, with whom I once was 
intimate. He likewise proved too great a man to 
recollect me ; and, though he has published since, 
did not account it necessary to return the compli- 
ment. I have allowed myself to be a little pleased 
with an opportunity to show them that I resent 
their treatment of me, and have sent this book to 
neither of them. They indeed are the former 
friends to whom I particularly allude in my epistle 
to Mr. Hill ; and it is possible that they may take 
to themselves a censure that they so well deserve. 
If not, it matters not; for I shall never have any 
comm^ication with them hereafter. 

If Mr. Bates has found it difficult to furnish you 
with a motto to jour volumes, I have no te^i^^oTv \x^ 
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imagine that I shall do it easily. I shall not leave 
my books unransacked ; but there is something so 
new and peculiar in the occasion that suggested 
your subject, that I question whether in all the 
classics can be found a sentence suited to it. Our 
gins and follies, in this country, assume a shape that 
heathen writers had never any opportunity to 
notice. They deified the dead indeed, but not in 
the Temple of Jupiter.* The new-made god had 
an altar of his own ; and they conducted the cere- 
mony without sacrilege or confusion. It is possible 
however, and I think barely so, that somewhat may 
occur susceptible of accommodation to your pur- 
pose ; and if it should, I shall be happy to serve you 
with it. 

I told you, I believe, that the spinney has been 
cut down; and, though it may seem sufficient to 
have mentioned such an occurrence once, I cannot 
help recurring to the melancholy theme. Last 
night, at near nine o'clock, we entered it for the 
first time this summer. We had not walked many 
yards in it, before we perceived that this pleasant 

* Cowper alludes, in this passage, to the Commemoration 
of Handel, in Westminster Abbey, and its resemblance to an 
act of canonization. His censure is doubly recorded; in 
poetry, as well as in prose. 

'* Ten thousand sit 
Patiently present at a sacred song, 
Commemoration mad ; content to hear 
(O wonderful effect of Music's power !) 
Messiah's eulogy for Handel's sake. * 

But less, methinks, than sacrilege might serve," &c. 

The Talk, Book yi. 
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retreat is destined never to be a pleasant retreat 
again. In one more year, the whole will be a 
thicket. That which was once the serpentine walk 
is now in a state of transformation, and is already 
become as woody as the rest. Poplars and elms 
without number are springing in the turf. They 
are now as high as the knee. Before the summer 
is ended they will be twice as high ; and the growth 
of another season will make them trees. It will 
then be impossible for any but a sportsman and his 
dog to penetrate it. The desolation of the whole 
scene is such that it sunk our spirits. The ponds 
are dry. The circular one, in front of the hermi- 
tage, is filled with flags and rushes ; so that if it 
contains any water, not a drop is visible. The 
weeping willow at the side of it, the only orna- 
mental plant that has escaped the axe, is dead. 
The ivy and the moss, with which the hermitage 
was lined, are torn away ; and the very mats that 
covered the benches have been stripped off, rent in 
tatters, and trodden under foot. So farewell, spin- 
ney ; I have promised myself that I will never enter 
it again. We have both prayed in it : you for me, 
and I for you. But it is desecrated from this time 
forth, and the voice of prayer will be heard in it no 
more. The fate of it in this respect, however 
deplorable, is not peculiar. The spot where Jacob 
anointed his pillar, and, which is more apposite, the 
spot once honoured with the presence of Him who 
dwelt in the bush, have long since suffered similar 
disgrace, and are become common ground. 
There is great severity in the applicatvoii oi \J\<& 
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text you mention — I am their music. But it is not 
the worse for that. We both approve it highly* 
The other in Ezekiel does not seem quite so pat 
The prophet complains that his word was to the 
people like a pleasant song, heard with delight, but 
soon forgotten. At the commemoration, I suppose 
that the word is nothing, but the music all in aU. 
The Bible however will abundantly supply you with 
applicable passages. All passages indeed, that 
animadvert upon the profanation of God's house and 
worship, seem to present themselves upon the occa- 
sion. 

Accept our love and best wishes ; and believe me, 
my dear friend, with warm and true afiPection, 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, July 27, 1785. 

My dear William — You and your party left me 
in a frame of mind that indisposed me mudi to 
company. I comforted myself with the hope that I 
should spend a silent day, in which I should find 
abundant leisure to indulge sensations, which, 
though of the melancholy kind, I yet wished to 
nourish. But that hope proved vain. In less than 

an hour after your departure, Mr. made his 

appearance at the green-house door. We were 
obliged to ask him to dinner, and he dined with us. 
He is an agreeable, sensible, well-bred young many 
but with all his reconmiendations I felt that on that 
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occasion I could have spared him. So much better 
^ the absent, whom we love much, than the pre- 
sent whom we love a Httle. I have however made 
mjself amends since, and, nothing else having inter- 
fered, have sent many a thought after you. 

You had been gone two days, when a violent 
thunder-storm came over us. I was passing out of 
the parlour into the hall, with Mungo at my heels, 
when a flash seemed to hll the room with fire. In 
the same instant came the clap, so that the explo- 
sion was, I suppose, perpendicular to the roof. 
Mungo's courage upon the tremendous occasion 
constrained me to smile, in «pitc of the solemn 
impression that such an event never fails to affect 
me with — the moment that he heard the thunder, 
(which was like the burst of a great gun) with a 
wrinkled forehead, and with eyes directed to the 
ceiling, whence the sound seemed to proceed, he 
barked; but he barked exactly in concert with the 
thunder. It thundered once, and he barked once, 
and so precisely the very instant when the thunder 
happened, that both sounds seemed to begin and 
end together. Some dogs will clap their tails close, 
and sneak into a corner at such a time, but Mungo 
it seems is of a more fearless family. A house at 
no great distance from ours was the mark to which 
the lightning was directed; it knocked down the 
chimney, split the buildings and carried away the 
comer of the next house, in which lay a fellow 
drunk, and asleep upon his bed — it roused and 
terrified him, and he promises to get drunk no 
more; but I have seen a woeful end of many such 
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conversions. I remember but one such storm ai 
Olney, since I have known the place, and I am glad 
that it did not happen two days sooner for the sake 
of the ladies, who would probably, one of them at 
least, have been alarmed by it. I have received, 
since you went, two very flattering letters of thanks, 
one from Mr. Bacon, and one from Mr. Barbamj 
such as might make a lean poet plump and an 
humble poet proud.. But, being myself neither 
lean nor humble, I know of no other effect they 
had than that they pleased me; and I communicate 
the intelligence to you not without an assured hope 
that you will be pleased also. We are now going 
to walk, and thus far I have written before I have 
received your letter. 

Friday. — I must now be as compact as possible. 
When I began, I designed four sides, but, my packet 
being transformed into two single epistles, I can 
consequently afford you but three. I have filled a 
large sheet with animadversions upon Pope. I am 
proceeding in my translation — 

" Velis et remis, omnibas nervis,'* 

as Hudibras has it ; and if God give me health and 
ability, will put it into your hands when I see you 

next. Mr. has just left us. He has read my 

book, and, as if fearful that I had overlooked some 
of them myself, has pointed out to me all its beau- 
ties. I do assure you the man has a very acute 
discernment, and a taste that I have no fault to 
find with. I hope that you are of the same opinicm. 
Be not sorry that your love of Christ was ex- 
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cited in you by a picture. Could a dog or a cat 

suggest to me the thought that Christ is precious, I 

would not despise that thought, because a dog or a 

cat suggested it. The meanness of the instrument 

cannot debase the nobleness of the principle. He 

that kneels before a picture of Christ is an idolater. 

But he in whose heart the sight of a picture kindles 

a warm remembrance of the Saviour's sufferings, 

must be a Christian. Suppose that I dream, as 

Gardiner did, that Christ walks before me, that he 

turns and smiles upon me, and fills my soul with 

ineffable love and joy. Will a man tell me that I 

am deceived, that I ought not to love or rejoice in 

him for such a reason, because a dream is merely a 

picture drawn upon the imagination ? I hold not 

with such divinity. To love Christ is the greatest 

dignity of man, be that affection wrought in him 

how it may. 

Adieu I May the blessing of God be upon you 
all! It is your mother's heart's wish and mine. 

Yours ever, 

W. C. 



The humble and unostentatious spirit and the fine 
tone of Christian feeling which pervade the follow- 
ing letter, impart to it a pecuKar interest. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, August 6, 1785. 
My dear Friend — I found your account of what 

• Private Correspondence. 
VOL. III. E 
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you experienced in your state of maiden authorship 
very entertaining, because very natural. I suppose 
that no man ever made his first sally from the press 
without a conviction that all eyes and ears would be 
engaged to attend him, at least, without a thousand 
anxieties lest they should not But, however arduous 
and interesting such an enterprise may be in the 
first instance, it seems to me that our feelings on 
the occasion soon become obtuse. I can answer at 
least for one. Mine are by no means what they 
were when I published my first volume. I am even 
so indifferent to the matter, that I can truly assert 
myself guiltless of the very idea of my book some- 
times whole days together. God knows that, my 
mind having been occupied more than twelve years 
in the contemplation of the most distressing sub^ 
jects ; the world, and its opinion of what I write, is 
become as unimportant to me as the whistling of a 
bird in a bush. Despair made amusement neces- 
sary, and I found poetry the most agreeable amuse- 
ment. Had I not endeavoured to perform my best, 
it would not have amused me at all. The mere 
blotting of so much paper would have been but 
indifferent sport. God gave me grace also to wish 
that I might not write in vain. Accordingly I have 
mingled much truth with much trifle ; and such 
truths as deserved at least to be clad as well and as 
handsomely as I could clothe them. If the worW 
approve me not, so much the worse for them, but 
not for me. I have only endeavoured to serve 
them, and the loss will be their own. And as to 
their conmiendations, if I should chance to win 
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them, I feel myself equally invulnerable there. The 
view that I have had of myself, for many years, has 
been so truly humiliating, that I think the praises 
of all mankind could not hurt me. God knows that I 
speak my present sense of the matter at least most 
truly, when I say that the admiration of creatures 
like myself seems to me a weapon the least danger- 
ous that my worst enemy could employ against me. 
I am fortified against it by such solidity of real self- 
abasement, that I deceive myself most egregiously 
if I do not heartily despise it. Praise belongeth to 
Grod; and I seem to myself to covet it no more 
than I covet divine honours. Could I assuredly 
hope that God would at last deliver me, I should 
have reason to thank him for all that I have suf- 
fered, were it only for the sake of this single fruit 
of my affliction — ^that it has taught me how much 
more contemptible I am in myself than I ever before 
suspected, and has reduced my former share of self- 
knowledge (of which at that time 1 had a tolerably 
good (pinion) to a mere nullity, in comparison with 
what I have acquired since. Self is a subject of 
inscrutable misery and mischief, and can never be 
studied to so much advantage as in the dark ; for as 
the bright beams of the sun seem to impart a beauty 
to the foulest objects, and can make even a dunghill 
smile, so the light of God*s countenance, vouch- 
safed to a fallen creature, so sweetens him and 
softens him for the time, that he seems, both to 
others and to himself, to have nothing savage or 
sordid about him. But the heart is a nest of ser- 

E 2 
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penisy and will he such whilst it continues to heai' 
If God cover the mouiti of that nest with his h^id, 
iJiey are hush and snug ; hut if he tmthdraw his hard, 
tJie ivliole family lift up their heads aiid hiss, are as 
active and venemous as ever. This I always professed 
to believe from the time that I had embraced the 
truth, but never knew it as I know it now. To 
what end I have been made to know it as I do, 
whether for the benefit of others, or for my own, or 
for both, or for neither, will appear hereafter. 

Wliat I have written leads me naturally to the 
mention of a matter that I had forget. I should 
blame nobody, not even my intimate friends, and 
those who have the most favourable opinion of me, 
were they to charge the publication of John Gilpin, 
at the end of so much solemn and serious truth, to 
the score of the author's vanity ; and to suspect that, 
however sober I may be upon proper occasions, I 
have yet that itch of popularity that would not 
suffer me to sink my title to a jest that had been 
so successful. But the case is not such. When I 
sent the copy of " The Task" to Johnson, I desired, 
indeed, Mr. Unwin to ask him the question whether 
or not he would choose to make it a part of the 
volume ? This I did merely with a view to promote 
the sale of it. Johnson answered, " By all means." 
Some months afterwards he enclosed a note to me 
in one of my packets, in which he expressed a 
change of mind, alleging, that to print John Gilpin 
would only be to print what had been hackneyed in 
every magazine, in every shop, and at the comer of 
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^very street. I answered that I desired to be 

entirely governed by his opinion; and that if he 

chose to wave it, I should be better pleased with the 

omission. Nothing more passed between us upon 

the subject, and I concluded that I should never 

have the immortal honour of being generally known 

as the author of John Gilpin. In the last packet, 

however, down came John, very fairly printed, and 

equipped for public appearance. The business 

having taken this turn, I concluded that Johnson 

had adopted my original thought, that it might prove 

advantageous to the sale; and as he had had the 

trouble and expense of printing it, I corrected the 

copy, and let it pass. Perhaps, however, neither 

the book nor the writer may be made much more 

famous by John's good company than they would 

have been without it ; for the volume has never yet 

been advertised, nor can I learn that Johnson intends 

it. He fears the expense, and the consequence 

must be prejudicial. Many who would purchase 

will remain uninformed: but I am perfectly content. 

I have considered your motto, and like the pur- 
port of it ; but the best, because the most laconic 
manner of it, seems to be this — 

Cum talis sis, sis noster ; 

tUinmn being, in my account of it, unnecessary.* 

Yours, my dear friend, most truly, 

W. C. 

* The original passoge is as follows : — 

Ciim talis sis, utinam noster esses. 
If intended, therefore, as a quotation, it should be quoted 
without alteration. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, August 17, 1785. 

My dear Friend — I did very warmly and very sin- 
cerely thank Mr. Bacon for his most friendly and obHg- 
ing letter ; but, having written my acknowledgments 
in the cover, I suppose that they escaped your nodce. 
I should not have contented myself with transmitting 
them through your hands, but should have addressed 
them immediately to himself, but that I foresaw plainly 
this inconvenience: that in writing to him on such 
an occasion, I must almost unavoidably make self 
and self's book the subject. Therefore it was, as 
Mrs. Unwin can vouch for me, that I denied myself 
that pleasure. I place this matter now in the van of 
all that I have to say : first, that you may not over- 
look it; secondly, because it is uppermost in my 
consideration ; and thirdly, because I am impatient 
to be exculpated from the seeming omission. 

You told me, I think, that you seldom read the 
papers. In our last we had an extract from John- 
son's Diary, or whatever else he called it. It is cer- 
tain that the publisher of it is neither much a friend 
to the cause of religion, nor to the author's memory; 
for, by the specimen of it that has reached us, it 
seems to contain only such stuff as has a direct ten- 
dency to expose both to ridicule. His prayers for 
the dead, and his minute account of the rigour with 
which he observed church fasts, whether he drank 
tea or coffee, whether with sugar or without, and 

• Private Correspondence. 
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whether one or two dishes of either, are the most 
important items to be found in this childish register 
«f the great Johnson, supreme dictator in the chair 
of literature, and ahnost a driveller in his closet : a 
melancholy witness to testify how much of the wis- 
dom of this world may consist with almost infantine 
ignorance of the affairs of a better. I remember a 
good man at Huntingdon, who, I doubt not, is now 
with God, and he also kept a Diary. Afler his 
death, through the neglect or foolish wantonness of 
his executors, it came abroad for the amusement of 
his neighbours. All the town saw it, and all the* 
town found it highly diverting. It contained much 
more valuable matter than the poor Doctor's journal 
seems to do ; but it contained also a faithful record 
of all his deliverances from wind, (for he was much 
troubled with flatulence,) together with pious ac- 
knowledgments of the mercy. There is certainly a 
call for gratitude, whatsoever benefit we receive ; 
and it is equally certain that we ought to be hum- 
bled under the recollection of our least offences ; but 
it would have been as well if neither my old friend 
had recorded his eructations, nor the Doctor his 
dishes of sugarless tea, or the dinner at which he 
ate too much. I wonder, indeed, that any man of 
such learned eminence as Johnson, who knew that 
every word he uttered was deemed oracular, and that 
every scratch of his pen was accounted a treasure, 
should leave behind him what he would have blushed 
to exhibit while he lived. If Virgil would have 
burnt his iEneid, how much more reason had these 
good men to have burnt their journals I 
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Mr. Perry will leave none such behind him. He 
is dying, as I suppose you have heard. Dr. Kerr^ 
who I think has visited him twice or thrice, desired 
at his last visit to be no more sent for. He pro- 
nounced his case hopeless ; for that his thigh and 
leg must mortify. He is however in a most com- 
fortable frame of mind. So long as he thought it 
possible that he might recover, he was much occu- 
pied with a review of his ministry ; and, under a 
deep impression of his deficiencies in that function, 

assured Mr. R that he intended, when he should 

*enter upon it again, to be much more diligent than 
he had been. He was conscious, he said, that many 
fine things had been said of him ; but that, though 
he trusted he had found grace so to walk as not to 
dishonour his office, he was conscious at the same 
time how little he deserved them. This, with much 
more to the same purport, passed on Sunday last 

On Thursday, Mr. R was with him again ; and 

at that time Mr. Perry knew that he must die. 
The rules and cautions that he had before prescribed 
to himself, he then addressed directly to his visitor. 
He exhorted him by all means to be earnest and 
aflfectionate in his applications to the unconverted, 
and not less solicitous to admonish the careless, 
with a head full of light, and a heart alienated from 
the ways of God ; and those, no less, who being wise 
in their own conceit, were much occupied with mat- 
ters above their reach, and very little with subjects 
of immediate and necessary concern. He added 
that he had received from God, during his illness, 
other views of sin than he had ever been &voured 
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with before ; and exhorted him by all means to be 

watchful. Mr. R being himself the reporter 

of these conversations, it is to be supposed that 
they impressed him. Admonitions from such lips, 
and in a dying time too, must have their weight ; 
and it is well with the hearer, when the instruction 
abides with him. But our own view of these mat- 
ters is, I believe, that alone which can effectually 
serve us. The representations of a dying man may 
strike us at the time ; and, if they stir up in us a 
spirit of self-examination and inquiry, so that we 
rest not till we have made his views and experience 
our own, it is well ; otherwise, the wind that passes 
us is hardly sooner gone than the effect of the most 
serious exhortations. 

Fjarewell, my friend. My views of my spiritual 
state are, as you say, altered ; but they are yet far 
from being such as they must be, before I can be 
enduringly comforted. 

Yours unfeignedly, 

W. C. 

The Diary of Dr. Johnson, adverted to in the 
last letter, created both surprise and disappoint- 
ment. The great moralist of the age there ap- 
pears in his real character, distinct from that ex- 
ternal splendour with which popular admiration 
always encircles the brow of genius. The portrait 
is drawn by his own hand. We cannot withhold our 
praise from the ingenuousness with which he dis- 
closes the secret recesses of his heart, and the 
fidelity with which conscience exercises its inquisi- 
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torial power over the life and actions, We are also 
affected by the deep humility, the confession of sin, 
and the earnest appeal for mercy, discernible in 
many of the prayers and meditations. But, viewed 
as a whole, this Diary creates painful feelings, and 
affords occasion for much reflection. If therefore 
we indulge in a few remarks, founded on some of 
the extracts, it is not to detract from the high fame 
of so distinguished a scholar, whom we consider to 
have enlarged the bounds of British literature, and 
to have acquired a lasting title to public gratitude 
and esteem, but to perform a solenm and con^ 
scientious duty.* We are now arrived at a period 
when it is high time to establish certain great 
and momentous truths in the public mind; and, 
among those that are of primary importance, to 
prove that Conversion is not a term but a principle ; 
not the designation of a party but the enjoined 
precept of a Saviour; the evidence of our claim 
to the title of Christian ; and indispensable to con- 
stitute our meetness for the enjoyment of heaven. 

We now extract the following passages from the 
Diary of Dr. Johnson, with the intention of adding 
a few comments. 

Easter-day, 1765. — " Since the last Easter, I have 

* " If there is a regard due to the memory of the dead, 
there is jet more respect to be paid to knowledge, to virtue, 
and to truth.'* 

" It is the business of a biographer to pass lightly over 
those performances and actions which produce vulgar great* 
ness ; to lead the thoughts into domestic privacies, and display 
the minute details of daily life, where exterior appearances 
laid aside." — Rambler y No. 60, vol. ii. 
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reformed no evil habit ; my time has been unprofit- 
ably spent, and seems as a dream, that has lefl no- 
thing behind. My memory grows confused, and I 
know not how the days pass over me." 

<* I purpose to rise at eight, because, though I 
shall not yet rise early, it will be much earlier than 
I now rise, for I oflen lie till two ; and will gain me 
much time, and tend to a conquest over idleness, 
and give time for other duties." 

Sept. 18, 1768. — " I have now begun the sixtieth 
year of my life. How the last year has past, I am 
unwilling to terrify myself with thinking." 

Jan. 1, 1769.—" I am now about to begin another 
year : how the last has past it would be, in my state 
of weakness, perhaps not prudent too solicitously to 
recollect." 

1772. — " I resolved last Easter to read, within 
the year, the whole Bible, a very great part of which 
I had never looked upon. I read the Greek Testa- 
ment without construing, and this day concluded the 
Apocalypse. I think that no part was missed." 

" My purpose of reading the rest of the Bible was 
forgotten, till I took by chance the resolutions of 
last Easter in my hand." 

** I hope to read the whole Bible once a year, as 
long as I live." 

April 26. — "It is a comfort to me, that at last, in 
my sixty-third year, I have attained to know, even 
thus hastily, confusedly, and imperfectly, what my 
Bible contains." 

1775.—" Yesterday, I do not recollect that to go 
to church came into my thoughts ; but I sat in my 



i 
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chamber preparing for preparation ; interrupted I 
know not how. I was near two hours at dinner." 

1777. — " I have this year omitted church on most 
Sundays, intending to supply the deficiency in the 
week. So that lotve twelve attendances on ivorship" 

" When I look back upon resolutions of improve- 
ment and amendment, which have, year after year, 
been made and broken, either by negligence, forget- 
fulness, vicious idleness, casual interruption, or mor- 
bid infirmity ; when I find that so much of my life 
has stolen unprofitably away, and that I can descry, 
by retrospection, scarcely a few single days properly 
and vigorously employed, why do I yet try to re- 
solve again ? I try, because reformation is neces- 
sary, and despair criminal ; I try in humble hope of 
the help of God."* 

Our sole object, in the introduction of these ex- 
tracts, is to found upon them an appeal to those 
who question the necessity of Conversion, in that 
higher sense and acceptation which implies an in- 
ward principle of grace, changing and transforming 
the heart. We would beg to ask whether it was 
not the want of the vital power and energy of this 
principle, that produced in Johnson the vacillation 
of mind and purpose, which we have just recorded ; 
the hours lost ; the resolutions broken ; the sabbaths 
violated ; and the sacred volume not read, till the 
shades of evening advanced upon him ? What in- 
stance can be adduced that more clearly demon- 
strates the insufficiency of the highest acquire- 
ments of human learning, and that nothing but a 
* See Diary of Dr. Johnson. 
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Divine power can illuminate the mind, and convert 
the heart ? Happily, Johnson is known to have at 
Imgth fomid what he needed, and to have died 
with a hope full of immortality.* 

But we would go further. We maintain that all 
men, without respect of character or person, need 
conversion ; for " all have sinned, and come short of 
the glory of God ;" all partake of the corruption 
and infirmities of a fallen nature, and inherit the 
primeval curse. Shall reason, shall philosophy eflfect 
the cure ? Reason sees what is right ; erring nature, 
in despite of reason, follows what is wrong. Phi- 
losophy can penetrate into the abstrusest mysteries, 
ascertain by what laws the universe is governed, and 
trace the heavenly bodies in their courses, but can- 
not eradicate one evil passion from the soul. Where 
then lies the remedy ? The Gospel reveals it. And 
what is the Gospel ? The Gospel is a dispensation 
of grace and mercy, for the recovery of fallen man, 
€md the application of this remedy to the heart and con- 
science effects that Conversion of which we are speak- 
ing. But by whom or by what applied? By Him 
who holds " the keys of heaven and of hell," who 
** openeth, and no man shutteth," and whose pre- 
rogative it is to say, " Behold, I make all things new."f 
And how ? By his word, and by his Spirit. " He 
»ent his word and healed ^them." J " Being born 
again, not of corruptible seed, but of incorruptible, 
by the word of God, which liveth and abideth for 
ever."§ The word is the appointed instrument, the 

♦ See vol. ii. p. 269—271. t Rev. xxi.5. 

I Psal. cvii. 20. § 1 Pet. i. 23. See a\ao H<i\>.Vf At. 
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Spirit, the mighty agent which gives the quickening 
power : ♦ not by any supernatural revelation, but in 
the ordinary operations of divine grace, and consis- 
tently with the freedom and co-operation of man b» 
a moral agent ; speaking pardon and peace to the 
conscience, and delivering from the tyraxmy of sense 
and the slavery of fear, by proclaiming " liberty 
to the captive, and the opening of the prison to them 
that are bound." 

The last subject for reflection suggested by the 
Diary of Dr. Johnson, is the frequent neglect of the 
Sabbath, and his confession that ke had lived a 
stranger to the greater part of the contents of his Bibk 
till the sixty-third year of his age. This is an afflict- 
ing record, and we notice the fact, from a deep con- 
viction that piety can never retain its power and 
ascendancy in the heart, where the Bible is not read, 
and the ordinances of God are habitually neglected. 
When will genius learn that its noblest attribute is 
to light its fires at the lamp of divine truth, and that 
the union of piety and learning is the highest per- 
fection of our nature ? We beg to commend to the 
earnest attention of the student the following elo- 
quent testimony to the sacred volume from the pen 
of Sir William Jones. 

"I have carefully and regularly perused these Holy 
Scriptures, and am of opinion that the Volume, in- 
dependently of its divine origin, contains more subli- 

* ** It is the Spirit that quickeneth." John vi. 63. The 
union of the Word and the Spirit in impartino: spiritual hfe to 
the soul is forcibly expressed in the same verse : " The words 
that I speak unto you, they are spirit and they are life." 
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mity, purer morality, more important history, and 
finer strains of eloquence, than can be collected from 
all other books, in whatever language they may have 
been written." ♦ 

Having quoted Sir William Jones's testimony, we 
conclude by urging his example. 



it 



Before thy mystic altar, heavenly Truth, 
I kneel in manhood, as I knelt in youth : 
Thus let me kneel, till this dull form decay, 
And life's last shade he hrighten'd by thy ray. 
Then shall my soul, now lost in clouds below. 
Soar without bound, without consuming glow." t 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, August 27, 1785. 
My dear Friend — ^I was low in spirits yesterday 
when your parcel came and raised them. Every 
proof of attention and regard to a man who lives 
in a vinegar-bottle is welcome from his friends on 
the outside of it ; accordingly your books were wel- 
come, (you must not forget, by the way, that I want 
the original, of which you have sent me the trans- 
lation only,) and the ruffles from Miss Shuttleworth 
most welcome. I am covetous, if ever man was, of 
living in the remembrance of absentees, whom I 
highly value and esteem, and consequently felt my- 
self much gratified by her very obliging present. I 
have had more comfort, far more comfort, in the 
connexions that I have formed within the last twenty 

* See Lord Teignmouth's Life of Sir William Jonoa. 
t Ibid. 



64 LIFE OF COWPEB. 

years' than in the more numerous ones that I had 

before. 

Memorandum. — The latter are ahnost all Unwind 

or Unwinisms. 

You are entitled to my thanks also for the fiace- 

tious engravings of John Gilpin. A serious poem 
is like a swan : it flies heavily and never far ; but a 
jest has the wings of a swallow that never tire, and 
that carry it into every nook and corner. I am per- 
fectly a stranger however to the reception that, my 
volume meets with, and, I believe, in respect of my 
noncluilance upon that subject, if authors would but 
copy so fair an example, am a most exemplary cha- 
racter. I must tell you nevertheless that, although 
the laurels that I gain at Olney will never minister 
much to my pride, I have acquired some. The Rev. 
Mr. Scott is my admirer, and thinks my second vo- 
lume superior to my first. It ought to be so. If we 
do not improve by practice, then nothing can mend 
us ; and a man has no more cause to be mortified at 
being told that he has excelled himself, than the 
elephant had, whose praise it was that he was the 
greatest elephant in the world, himself excepted. 
If it be fair to judge of a book by an extract, I do 
not wonder that you were so little edified by John- 
son's Journal. It is even more ridiculous than was 

poor 's, of flatulent memory. The portion of it 

given to us in this day's paper contains not one sen- 
timent worth one farthing except the last, in which 
he resolves to bind himself with no more unbidden 
obligations. Poor man ! one would think that to 
pray for his dead wife, and to pinch himself with 
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^urch-fasts had been almost the whole of his religion. 
I am sorry that he who was so manly an advocate for 
^e cause of virtue in all other places was so child- 
ly employed, and so superstitiously too, in his 
closet Had he studied his Bible more, to which by 
iis own confession he was in great part a stranger, 
lie had known better what use to make of his retired 
hours, and had trifled less. His lucubrations of this 
sort have rather the appearance of religious dotage 
than of any vigorous exertions towards God. It will 
be well if the publication prove not hurtful in its 
effects, by exposing the best cause, already too much 
despised, to ridicule still more profane. On the other 
side of the same paper, I find a long string of apho- 
risms, and maxims, and rules for the conduct of life, 
which, though they appear not with his name, are so 
much in his manner, with the above-mentioned, that 
I suspect them for his. I have not read them all, 
but several of them I read that were trivial enough : 
for the sake of one however I forgive him the rest — 
he advises never to banish hope entirely, because it 
is the cordial of life, although it be the greatest flat- 
terer in the world. Such a measure of hope as may 
not endanger my peace by a disappointment I would 
wish to cherish upon every subject in which I am in- 
terested : but there lies the difficulty. A cure how- 
ever, and the only one, for all the irregularities of 
hope and fear, is found in submission to the will of 
God. Happy they that have it I 

This last sentence puts me in mind of your re- 
ference to Blair in a former letter, whom you there 
permitted to be your arbiter to adjust the respective 

VOL. III. F 
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claims of who or thaL I do not rashly differ from so 
great a grammarian, nor do at any rate differ from 
him altogether — ^upon solemn occasions, as in prayer 
or preaching, for instance, I would be strictly correct 
and upon stately ones ; for instance, were I writing 
an epic poem, I would be so likewise, but not upon 
^miliar occasions. God, who heareth prayer, is 
right : Hector, who saw Patroclus, is right : and the 
man, thai dresses me every day, is in my mind right 
also; because the contrary would give an air of 
stifiness and pedantry to an expression tliat, in rei^ct 
of the matter of it, cannot be too negligently aoade 
up. 

Adieu, my dear William I I have scribbled Tirith 
all my might, which, breakfastrtime excepted^ has 
been my employment ever since I rose, and it is ruyif. 
past one. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Sept. 24, 1785. 

My dear Friend — ^I am sorry than an excursion, 
which you would otherwise have found so agreeable, 
was attended with so great a drawback upon its plea- 
sures as Miss Cunningham's illness must needs have 
been. Had she been able to bathe in the sea, it 
might have been of service to her, but I knew her 
weakness and delicacy of habit to be such as did.nQt. 

* Private Correspondence. 



( 
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encourage any very sanguine hopes that the regimen 
would suit her. I remember Southampton well, 
haimdg spent much time there ; but, though I was 
young, and had no objections on the score of con- 
science either to dancing or cards, 1 never was in 
die assembly-room in my life. I never was fond of 
company, and especially disliked it in the country. 
A walk to Netley Abbey, or to Freemantle, or to 
Redbridge, er a book by the fire-side, had always 
more charms for me than any other amusement that 
tile place afforded. I was also a sailor, and, being of 
Sir Thomas Hesketh*s party, who was himself bom 
one, was often pressed into the service. But, though 
I gave myself an air and wore trowsers, I had no 
genuine right to that honour, disliking much to be 
occupied in great waters, unless in the finest wea- 
ther. How they continue to elude the wearisome- 
ness that attends a sea life, who take long voyages, ' 
you know better than I ; but, for my own part, I 
seldom have sailed so far as from Hampton river to 
Portsmouth without feeling the confinement irksome, 
and sometimes to a degree that was almost insup- 
portaUe. There is a certain perverseness, of which 
I believe all men have a share, but of which no man 
has a larger share than I — I mean that temper, or 
humour, or whatever it is to be called, that indis- 
poses us to a situation, though not unpleasant in it- 
self, merely because we cannot get out of it. I 
could not endure the room in which I now write, 
were I conscious that the door were locked. In less 
than five minutes I should feel myself a prisoner, 
thot^h I can spend hours in it under an assurance 

F 2 
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that I may leave it when 1 please without expe- 
riencing any tedium at all. It was for this reason, 
I suppose, that the yacht was always disagreeable 
to me. Could I have stepped out of it into a corn- 
field or a garden, I should have liked it well enough, 
but, being surrounded with water, I was as much 
confined in it as if I had been surrounded by fire, 
and did not find that it made me any adequate com- 
pensation for such an abridgement of my liberty. I 
make little doubt but Noah was glad when he was 
enlarged from the ark ; and we are sure that Jonah 
was, when he came out of the fish ; and so was I 
to escape from the good sloop the Harriet. 

In my last, I wrote you word that Mr. Perry was 
given over by his friends, and pronounced a dead 
man by his physician. Just when I had reached the 
end of the foregoing paragraph, he came in. His 
errand hither was to bring two letters, which I en- 
close ; one is to yourself, in which he will give you, I 
doubt not, such an account both of his body and mind, 
as will make all that I might say upon those subjects 
superfluous. The only consequences of his illness 
seem to be that he looks a little pale, and that, 
though always a most excellent man, he is still 
more angelic than he was. Illness sanctified is 
better than health. But I know a man who has 
been a sufferer by a worse illness than his, almost 
these fourteen years, and who at present is only the 
worse for it. 

Mr. Scott called upon us yesterday ; he is much 

inclined to set up a Sunday school, if he can raise a 

fuDd for the purpose. Mr; Joives» Vvas had one some 
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time at Clifton, and Mr. Unwin writes me word that 
he has been thinking of nothing else, day and night, 
for a fortnight. It is a wholesome measure that 
seems to bid fair to be pretty generally adopted, 
and, for the good effects that it promises, deserves 
well to be so. I know not, indeed, while the spread 
of the gospel continues so limited as it is, how a 
reformation of manners in the lower class of man- 
kind can be brought to pass; or by what other 
means the utter abolition of all principle among 
them, moral as well as religious, can possibly be 
prevented. Heathenish parents can only bring up 
heathenish children ; an assertion nowhere oftener 
or more clearly illustrated than at Olney ; where 
children, seven years of age, infest the streets every 
evening with curses and with songs, to which it 
would be unseemly to give their proper epithet. 
Such urchins as these could not be so diabolically 
accomplished, unless by the connivance of their 
parents. It is weU indeed if, in some instances, 
their parents be not themselves their instructors. 
Judging by their proficiency, one can hardly sup- 
pose any other. It is therefore doubtless an act of 
the greatest charity to snatch them out of such 
hands, before the inveteracy of the evil shall have 
made it desperate. Mr. Teedon, I should imagine, 
will be employed as a teacher, should this expedient 
be carried into effect. I know not at least that we 
have any other person among us so well qualified 
for the service. He is indisputably a Christian 
man, and miserably poor, whose revenues need im- 
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provement, as much as any children in the world 
can possibly need instruction. 

Believe me, my dear friend. 

With true affection, yours, 

W.C. 

The first establishment of Sunday schools in 
England, which commenced about this time, is toe 
important an era to be passed over in silence. The 
founder of this system, so beneficial in its conse* 
quences to the rising generation, was Robert Raikes, 
Esq., of Gloucester, and from whose lips the writer 
once received the history of their first institution. He 
had observed, in going to divine worship on the Sakh 
bath, that the streets were generally filled with groups 
of idle and ragged children, playing and blaspheming 
in a manner that showed their utter unconscious* 
ness of the sacred obligations of that day. Hie 
thought suggested itself, that, if these children covid 
be collected together, and the time so misapplied 
be devoted to instruction and attendance at the house 
of God, a happy change might be effected in their 
life and conduct. He consulted the clergyman of 
the parish, who encouraged the attempt. A re- 
spectable and pious female was immediately selected 
and twelve children, who were shortly afterwards de- 
cently clothed, were placed under her care. RiUes 
and regulations were formed, and the school opened 
and closed with prayer. The ignorant were taught 
to read, the word of God was introduced^ and the 
children walked in orderly procession to church. 
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The visible improvement in their moral habits, and 
their proficiency in learning, led to an extension of 
the plan. The principal inhabitants of the town 
became interested in its success, and in a short time 
the former noisy inmates of the streets were fomid 
uniting in the accents of prayer and praise in the 
temple of Jehovah. The example manifested by 
the city of Gloucester soon attracted public attention. 
The queen of George the Third requested to be fur- 
nished with the history and particulars of the un- 
dertaking, and was so impressed with its importance 
as to distinguish it by her sanction. The result is 
y^eVL known. Sunday schools are now universally 
established, and have been adopted in Europe, in 
America, and wherever the traces of civilisation are 
to be discerned. Their sound has gone forth into 
all lands, and, so long as knowledge is necessary to 
piety, and both constitute the grace and ornament 
of the young and the safeguard of society, the ve- 
nerable name of Raikes will be enrolled with grati- 
tude among the friends and benefactors of man- 
kind.* 

* The editor, once conversing with the late Rev. Andrew 
Fuller, the well-known secretary of the Serampore Missionary 
Society, ott the suhject of Sunday schools in connexion with 
that noble institution, the British and Foreign Bible Society, 
the latter observed, " Yes : if the Bible Society had com- 
menced its operations earlier, its usefulness would have been 
comparatively limited, because the faculty of reading would 
not have been so generally acquired. Each institution is in 
the order of Providence :— God first raised up Sunday schools, 
and children were thereby taught to read ; afterwards, when 
this fiiculty was obtained, in order that it mig;\itiiQt\>e^et* 



72 LIFE OF COWPER. 

TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ.**^ 

Olney, Oct. 11, 1785. 

My dear Sir — You began your letter with an 
apology for long silence, and it is now incumbent 
upon me to do the same ; and the rather, as your 
kind invitation to Wargrave entitled you to a speedier 
answer. The truth is that I am become, if not a 
man of business, yet a busy man, and have been 
engaged almost this twelvemonth in a work that will 
allow of no long interruption. On this account it 
was impossible for me to accept your obliging sum* 
mons ; and, having only to tell you that I could not, 
it appeared to me as a matter of no great moment 
whether you received that intelligence soon or late. 

You do me justice when you ascribe my printed 
epistle to you to my friendship for you ; though, in 
fact, it was equally owing to the opinion that I have 
of yours for me.f Having, in one part or other of 

verted to wrong ends, God raised up the Bible Societj, that 
the best of all possible books might be put into their hands. 
Yes, Sir," he added in his emphatic manner, " the hand of 
God is visible in both; tbej fit each other like hand and 
glove." 

* Private Correspondence. 

f The epistle in which he commemorates his friendship for 
Mr. Hill begins as follows ; — 

" Dear Joseph — Five-and-twenty years ago— 
Alas, how time escapes ! 'tis even so — ** &c. &c. 

We add the two concluding lines, as descriptive of his 
person and character. 

« An honest man, close buttoned to the chin. 
Broad cloth without, and a warm heart within.** 

See Poems* 
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nytwo volumes, distinguished by name the majority 
^ those few for whom I entertain a friendship, it 
«emed to me that it would be unjustifiable negli- 
pice to omit yourself; and, if I took that step with- 
•nt communicating to you my intention, it was only 

gratify myself the more with the hope of sur- 
'risiDg you agreeably. Poets are dangerous persons 
9 be acquainted with, especially if a man have that 

1 his character that promises to shine in verse. To 
bt very circumstance it is owing that you are now 
guring away in mine. For, notwithstanding what 
ou say on the subject of honesty and friendship, 
lat they are not splendid enough for public cele- 
ration, I must still think of them as I did before, — 
lat there are no qualities of the mind and heart that 
in deserve it better. I can, at least for my own 
irt, look round about upon the generality, and, 
iiile I see them deficient in those grand requisites 

a respectable character, am not able to discover 
at they possess any other of value enough to atone 
r the want of them. 

I beg that you will present my respects to Mrs. 
ill, and believe me 

Ever affectionately yours, 

W. C. 

The period at which we are now arrived, was 
arked by the renewal of an intimacy, long sus- 
inded indeed, but which neither time nor circum- 
ances could efface from the affectionate heart of 
3wper. The person to whom we allude is Lady 
esketh, a near relative of the poet, and whose name 
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has already appeared in the etsAj part of his hisr 
tory. 

Their intercourse had been frequent, and endeared 
by reciprocal esteem in their youthful years; but 
the vicissitudes of life had separated them far from 
each other. During Cowper's long retiremeat^ hk 
accomplished cousin had passed some years with her 
husband abroad, and others, afler her return, iii a 
variety of mournful duties. She was at this time a 
widow, and her indelible regard for her poetital rela- 
tion being agreeably stimulated by the publication 
of his recent works, she wrote to him, on that ooca- 
sion, a very affectionate letter. 

It gave rise to many from him, which we sfaidl 
now introduce to the notice of the reader, because 
they give a minute account of their amiable author, 
at a very interesting period of his life; and becauae 
they reflect lustre on his character and genim in 
various points of view, and cannot fail to inspiie the 
conviction that his letters are rivals to his poeKQS> in 
the rare excellence of representing life and nature 
with gr^cefril and endearing fidelity. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 



Olney, Oct. 12, 1785. 

My dear Cousin-^It is ho new thing with you (o 
give pleasure. But I will venture to say that yon 
do not often give more than you gave me this morning* 
When I came down to breakfast, and found upon the 
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teble a letter franked by my uncle/ and whsa open- 
ing that firank I found that it contained a letter from 
yoOf I said within myself — ^^ This is just as it should 
be. We are all grown young again, and the days 
Ikat I thought I should see no more are actually 
letumed." You perceive, therefore, that you judged 
well, when you ccmjectured that a line from you 
would not be disagreeable to me. It could not be 
Qth^rwise than as in fact it proved— a most agree- 
able surprise, for I can truly boast of an affection for 
you, that neither years nor interrupted intercourse 
have at all abated. 1 need only recollect how much 
I valued you once, and with how much cause, imme- 
diately to feel a revival of the same valde ; if that 
can be said to revive, which at the most has only 
been dormant for want of employment. But I 
riand^ it when 1 say that it has slept. A thousand 
times have I recollected a thousand scenes, in which 
our two selves have formed the whole of the drama, 
with the greatest pleasure ; at times too when I had 
no reasrni to suppose that I should ever hear from 
you again. I have laughed with you at the Ara- 
bian Nights' Entertainment, which afforded us, as 
you well know, a fund of merriment that deserves 
never to be forgot. I have walked with you to 
Netley Abbey, and have scrambled with you over 
hedges in every direction, and many other feats we 
have performed together upon the field of my remem- 
brance, and all within these few years. Should I 
say within this twelvemonth, I should not trans- 
gress the truth. The hours that I have spent with 

* Ashley Cowper, Esq. 
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you were among the pleasantest of my former days, 
and are therefore chronicled in my mind so deeply 
as to fear no erasure. Neither do I forget my poor 
friend, Sir Thomas ; I should remember him indeed 
at any rate, on account of his personal kindness td 
myself, but the last testimony that he gave of his 
regard for you endears him to me still more. With 
his uncommon understanding (for with many pecu- 
liarities he had more sense than any of his acquain- 
tance,) and with his generous sensibilities, it was 
hardly possible that he should not distinguish you as 
he has done. As it was the last, so it was die best 
proof that he could give of a judgment that never 
deceived him, when he would allow himself leisure 
to consult it. 

You say Uiat you have often heard of me ; that 
puzzles me. I cannot imagine from what quarter, 
but it is no matter. I must tell you, however, my 
cousin, that your information has been a little defec- 
tive. That I am happy in my situation is true ; I 
live, and have lived these twenty years, with Mrs. 
Unwin, to whose affectionate care of me, during the 
far greater part of that time, it is, under Providence, 
owing that I live at all. But I do not account my- 
self happy in having been, for thirteen of those 
years, in a state of mind that has made all that care 
and attention necessary; an attention and a care 
that have injured her health, and which, had she not 
been uncommonly supported, must have brought her 
to the grave. But I will pass to another subject; 
it would be cruel to particularize only to give pain, 
neither would I by any means give a sable hue to 
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the first letter of a correspondence so unexpectedly 
renewed. 

I am delighted with what you tell me of my 
uncle's good health. To enjoy any measure of cheer- 
fulness at so late a day is much. But to have that 
late day enlivened with the vivacity of youth is 
much more, and in these postdiluvian times a rarity 
indeed. Happy for the most part are parents who 
have daughters. Daughters are not apt to outlive 
their natural affections, which a son has generally 
survived, even before his boyish years are expired. 
I rejoice particularly in my uncle's felicity, who has 
three female descendants from his little person, who 
leave him nothing to wish for upon that head. 

My dear Cousin, dejection of spirits which (I sup- 
pose) may have prevented many a man from becom- 
ing an author, made me one. I find constant em- 
ployment necessary, and therefore take care to be 
ccmstantly employed. Manual occupations do not 
engage the mind sufficiently, as I know by expe- 
rience, having tried many. But composition, espe- 
cially of verse, absorbs it wholly. I write therefore 
generally three hours in a morning, and in an 
evening I transcribe. I read also, but less than I 
write, for I must have bodily exercise, and there- 
fore never pass a day without it. 

You ask me where I have been this summer. I 
answer, at Olney. Should you ask me where I 
spent the last seventeen summers, I should still 
answer, at Olney. Ay and the winters also I have 
seldom left it, except when I attended my brother 
in his last illness, never I believe a fortnight together. 
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Adieu, my beloved Cousin, I shall not always be 
thus nimble in reply, but shall always have great 
pleasure in answering you when I can. 

Yours, my dear friend and Cousin, 

W. C. 



The. letters addressed to Mr. Newton by Cawper 
are frequently characterised by a plaintiveness d 
feeling that powerfully awakens the emotions of the 
heart. The following contains some incidental ath)- 
sions of this kind. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Oct. 16, 1785. 

My dear Friend — To have sent a child to heaven 
is a great honour and a great blessing, and youc 
feelings on such an occasion may well be such m 
render you rather an object of congratulation tb«i 
of condolence. And were it otherwise, yet, hipriBg 
yourself free access to all the sources of g^iuine 
consolation, I feel that it would be little better ihm 
impertinence in me to suggest any. An escape &om 
a life of suffering to a life of happiness and glory is 
such a deliverance as leaves no room for the sorrow 
of survivors, unless they sorrow for themselves. 
We cannot, indeed, lose what we love without regret- 
ting it ; but a Christian is in possession of such aller> 
viations of that regret as the world knows nothing 
of. Their beloveds, when they die, go they know 
not whither; and if they suppose them, as ibef 

* Private CorrespoDdence. 
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RiBy do, in a state of happiness, they have yet 
m indifferent prospect of joining them in that 

hereafter. But it is not so with you. You 
know whither your beloved is gone, and you 
' that you shall foUow her ; and you know also 
n the mean time she is incomparably happier than 
self. So far, therefore, as she is concerned, 
ng has come to pass but what was most fer- 
y to be wished. I do not know that I am 
larly selfish ; but one of the first thoughts that 
account of Miss Cunningh^n's dying moments 
eparture suggested to me had self for its object, 
uck me that she was not bom when I sank into 
less, and that she is gone to heaven before I have 
§ed again. What a lot, said I to myself, is mine ! 
^ helmet is fallen from my head, and whose sword 
my hand, in the midst of the battle ; who was 
:efi down to the earth when I least expected it ; 
lad just begun to cry victory I when I was de- 
i myself ; and who have been trampled upon so 
Ihat others have had time to conquer and to re- 
their crown, before I have been able to make 
iccessful effort to escape from under the feet of 
aemies. It seemed to me, therefore, that if 
loumed for Miss Cunningham you gave those 
to her to which I only had a right, and I was 
t ready to exclaim, << I am the dead, and not 
you misplace your sorrows." I have sent you 
[story of my mind on this subject without any 
fie ; if it does not please you, pardon it at least, 

is the truth. The unhappy, I believe, are 
s selfish. I have, I confess, my comfortable 



i 
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moments ; but they are like the morning dew, m 
suddenly do they pass away and are gone. 

It should seem a matter of small moment to mC) 
who never hear him, whether Mr. Scott shall be 
removed from Olney to the Lock, or no ; yet, in 
fact, I believe that few interest themselves more in 
that event than I. He knows my manner of life, 
and has ceased long since to wonder at it. A new 
minister would need information, and I am not am- 
bitious of having my tale told to a stranger. He 
would also perhaps think it necessary to assail me 
with arguments, which would be more profitably dis- 
posed of, [if he should discharge them against the 
walls of a tower. I wish, therefore, for the conti- 
nuance of Mr. Scott. He honoured me so far as to 
consult me twice upon the subject. At our first 
interview, he seemed to discern but little in the pro- 
posal that entitled it to his approbation. But, when 
he came the second time, we observed that his 
views of it were considerably altered. He was 
warm — he was animated; difficulties had disap- 
peared, and allurements had started up in their 
place. I could not say to him. Sir, you are natu- 
rally of a sanguine temper ; and he that is so can- 
not too much distrust his own judgment ; — but I am 
glad that he will have the benefit of yours. It 
seems to me, however, that the minister who shall 
re-illumine the faded glories of the Lock must not 
only practise great fidelity in his preaching, to which 
task Mr. Scott is perfectly equal, but must do it with 
miich address ; and it is hardly worth while to ob- 
serve that his excellence does not lie that way, 
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because he is ever ready to acknowledge it himself. 
But I have nothing to suggest upon this subject that 
vill be new to you, and therefore drop it ; the rather, 
indeed, because I may reasonably suppose that by 
this time the point is decided. 

I have reached that part of my paper which I 
generally fill with intelligence, if I can find any : 
but there is a great dearth of it at present; and 
Mr. Scott has probably anticipated me in all the 

little that there is. Lord P having dismissed 

Mr. Jones from his service, the people of Turvey * 
have burnt him [Mr. Jones] in ef^gy, with a bundle 
of quick-thomf under his arm. What consequences 
are to follow his dismission is uncertain. His 
lordship threatens him with a lawsuit ; and, unless 
their disputes can be settled by arbitration, it is 
not unlikely that the profits of poor Jones's steward- 
ship will be melted down at Westminster. He has 
laboured hard, and no doubt with great integrity, 
and has been rewarded with hard words and scan- 
dalous treatment. 
Mr. Scott (which perhaps he may not have told 

* The Peterborough family had formerly a mansion and 
Urge estate in the parish of Turvej. It is mentioned in 
Camden's Britannia, so far back as in the time of Henrj VIII. 
There are some marble monuments in the parish church, exe- 
oiited with great magnificence, and in high preservation, re- 
cording the heroes of former times belonging to that ancient 
but now extinct race. 

t The dispute originated respecting the enclosure of the 
parish; and, as this act was unpopular with the poor, the 
handle of quick-thorn wts intended to be expressive of their 
indignant feelings* 

VOL. III. O 
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you, for he did not mention it here) has met with 
similar treatment at a place in this country called 
Hinksey, or by some such name.^ But he suffered 
in effigy for the Gospefs sake , — a cause in which I 
presume he would not be unwilling, if need werei 
to be burnt in prcprid persond, 

I have nothing to add, but that we are well, and 
remember you with much affection ; and that I amy 
my dear friend. 

Sincerely yours, 
W.C. 

The foUowing letters communicate various inte- 
resting particulars respecting Cowper's laborious 
undertaking, the new version of Homer's Iliad. 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, Oct. 22, 1785. 

My dear William — You might well suppose that 
your letter had miscarried, though in fact it was 
duly received. I am not often so long in arrear, 
and you may assure yourself that when at any time 
it happens that I am so, neither neglect nor idleness 
is the cause. I have, as you well know, a daily 
occupation, forty lines to translate, a task which I 
never excuse myself, when it is possible to perform 
it. Equally sedulous I am in the matter of tran- 
scribing, so that between both my morning and evibn- 
ing are most part completely engaged. Add to this 
that, though my spirits are seldom so bad but I can 

* The proper ntim.e of the place is Tingewick. 
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write verse, they are oflen at so low an ebb as to 
make the production of a letter impossible. So 
much for a trespass, which called for some apology, 
but fi>r which to apologize further would be a greater 
trespass still. 

I am now in the twentieth book of Homer, and 
shall assuredly proceed, because the further I go 
the more I find myself justified in the undertaking; 
and in due time, if I live, shall assuredly publish. 
In the whole I shall have composed about forty 
thousand verses, about which forty thousand verses 
I shall have taken great pains, on no occasion suf- 
fering a slovenly line to escape me. I leave you to 
guess therefore whether, such a labour once achieved, 
I shall not determine to turn it to some account, and 
to gain myself profit if I can, if not at least some 
credit for my reward. 

I perfectly approve of your course with John. 
The most entertaining books are best to begin with, 
and none in the world, so far as entertainment is 
concerned, deserves the preference to Homer. Nei- 
ther do I know that th^re is any where to be found 
Greek of easier construction — poetical Greek I 
mean ; and as for prose, I should recommend Xeno- 
phon's Cyropeedia. That also is a most amusing 
narrative, and ten times easier to understand than 
the crabbed epigrams and scribblements of the 
minor poets that are generally put into the hands 
of boys. I took particular notice of the neatness 
of John's Greek character, which (let me tell you) 
deserves its share of commendation; for to write 

g2 
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the language legibly is not the lot of every man who 
can read it. Witness myself for one. 

I like the little ode of Hmitingford's that you 
sent me. In such matters we do not expect much 
novelty, or much depth of thought. The expression 
is all in all, which to me at least appears to be 
faultless. 

Adieu, my dear William I We are well, and yoi 
and yours are ever the objects of our affection. 

W.C. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Nov. 5, 1785. 

My dear Friend — Were it with me as in daj 
past, you should have no cause to complain of m 
tardiness in writing. You supposed that I woul 
have accepted your packet as an answer to my las 
and so indeed I did, and felt myself overpaid ; bu 
though a debtor, and deeply indebted too, had n< 
wherewithal to discharge the arrear. You do m 
know nor suspect what a conquest I sometimes gai] 
when I only take up the pen with a design to writ 
Many a time have I resolved to say to all my fe 
correspondents, — I take my leave of you for 0. 
present ; if I live to see better days, you shall hej 
from me again. — I have been driven to the vei 
verge of this measure ; and even upon this occasic 
was upon the point of desiring Mrs. Unwin to b 
come my substitute. She indeed offered to writ 

* Private Correspondence. 
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in my stead ; but, fearing that you would understand 
me to be even worse than I am, I rather chose to 
answer for myself. — So much for a subject with 
which I could easily fill the sheet, but with which I 
have occupied too great a part of it already. It is 
time that I should thank you, and return you Mrs. 
Unwin's thanks for your Narrative.* I told you rn 
my last in what manner I felt myself aflPected by 
the abridgement of it contained iny our letter ; and 
have therefore only to add, upon that point, that 
the impression made upon me by the relation at 
large was of a like kind. I envy all that live in the 
enjoyment of a good hope, and much more all who 
die to enjoy the fruit of it : but I recollect myself 
in time ; I resolved not to touch that chord again, 
and yet was just going to trespass upon my reso- 
lution. As to the rest, your history of your happy 
niece is just what it should be, — clear, affectionate, 
and plain ; worthy of her, and worthy of yourself. 
How much more beneficial to the world might such 
a memorial of an unknown but pious and believing 
child eventually prove, would the supercilious learned 
condescend to read it, than the history of all the 
kings and heroes that ever lived I But the world 
has its objects of admiration,' and God has objects 
of his love. Those make a noise and perish ; and 
these weep silently for a short season, and live for 
ever. I had rather have been your niece, or the 
writer of her story, than any Caesar that ever thun- 
dered. 

* The Narrative of some remarkable and interesting parti- 
cuhirs in the life of Mr. Newton. 
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The vanity of human attainments was never so 
conspicuously exemplified as in the present day. 
The sagacious modems make discoveries^ which, 
how useful they may prove to themselves I knair 
not; certainly they do no honour to the ancients. 
Homer and Virgil have enjoyed (if the dead have 
any such enjoyments) an unrivalled reputation as 
poets, through a long succession of ages : but it is 
now shrewdly suspected that Homer did not com- 
pose the poems for which he has been so long 
applauded ; * and it is even asserted by a certain 
Robert Heron, Esq., that Virgil never wrote a Kne 
worth reading. He is a pitiful plagiary; he is a 
servile imitator, a bungler in his plan, and has not a 
thought in his whole work that will bear examina- 
tion. In short, he is any thing but what the literati 
for two thousand years have taken him to be— a 
man of genius and a fine writer. I fear that 
Homer's case is desperate. After the lapse of so 
many generations, it would be a difiicult matter to 
elucidate a question which time and modem inge- 
nuity together combine to puzzle. And I suppose 
that it were in vain for an honest plain man to 
inquire, if Homer did not write the Iliad and the 

* A few years afterwards a qnestion was agitated wliether 
the war of Troy itself was not a poetical fiction. Dr. Clarice, 
in bis Travels, shows the absurdity of these increduloas speca- 
lations, and satisfactorily establishes the fact. In the same 
spirit Lord Orford endeavoured to prove that Falstaff was no 
coward. But the boldest act of literary presumption was tbe 
assertion of Father Hardouin, that all the classic writings of 
antiquity were the production of the monks of the middle 
ages. 
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Odyssey, who did? The answer would undoubt- 
edly be — ^it is no matter; he did not: which is all 
that I undertook to prove. For Virgil, however, 
there still remains some consolation. The very 
same Mr. Heron, who fmds no beauties in the 
Maeid, discovers not a single instance of the sub- 
lime in Scripture. Particularly he says, speaking 
of the prophets, that Ezekiel, although the filthiest 
of all writers, is the best of them. He, therefore, 
being the first of the learned who has reprobated 
even the style of the Scriptures, may possibly make 
the fewer proselytes to his judgment of the Hea- 
then writer. For my own part at least, had I been 
accustomed to doubt whether the iEneid were a 
noble composition or not, this gentleman would at 
(mce have decided the question for me; and I should 
have been immediately assmred that a work must 
necessarily aboimd in beauties that had the happi- 
ness to displease a censurer of the Word of God. 
What enterprises will not an inordinate passion for 
fiuae suggest? It prompted one man to fire the 
Temple of Ephesus; another, to fling himself into a 
volcano; and now has induced this wicked and 
unfortunate Squire either to deny his own feelings, 
or to publish to all the world that he has no feelings 
at all.* 

* The playfiil spirit in wLich the writer adverts to this sub- 
ject appears to have yielded afterwards to a feeling of indigna- 
tion ; the following lines in his own hand-writing having been 
foand by Dr. Johnson amongst his papers : — • 

ON THE AUTHOR OF LETTERS ON LrTBRATURE. 

The Genius of th' Augustan age 
His head among Rome's ruins rear'd, 
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Mr. Scott is pestered with anonjnmous letters, 
but he conducts himself wisely; and the questioB 
whether he shall go to the Lock or not, seems 
hasting to a decision in the affirmative. 

We are tolerably well; and Mrs. Unwin adds to 
mine her affectionate remembrances of yourself and 
Mrs. Newton. 

Yours, my dear friend, 

W. C. 



The work of Mr. Heron is entitled, " Letters on 
Literature,'' in which he spares neither things sacred 
nor profane. The author seems to be a man of 
talent, but it is talent painfully misapplied. After 
calling Virgil a servile imitator of Homer, and 
indulging in various critiques, he thus concludes 
his animadversions. " Such is the -^neid, which 
the author, with good reason, on his death-bed, 
condemned to the flames ; and, had it suffered that 
fate, real poetry would have lost nothing by it. 1 
have said that, notwithstanding all, Virgil deserves 

And, bursting with heroic rage. 
When literary Heron appeared, 

Thon hast, he cried, like him of old 
Who set th* Ephesian dome on fire. 
By being scandalously bold» 
Attained the mark of thy desire. 

And for traducing Virgirs name 
Shalt share his merited reward ; 
A perpetuity of fame, 
That rots, and stinks, and is abhorr'd. 
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his fame ; for his fame is now confined to schools 
and academies; and his style (the pickle that has 
preserved his mummy from corruption) is pure and 
exquisite." 

Wit, employed at the expense of taste and sound 
judgment, can neither advance the reputation of its 
author, nor promote the cause of true literature. 
This supercilious treatment of the noble produc- 
tions of classic genius too much resembles that 
period in the literary history of France, when the 
question was agitated (with Perrault at its head) as 
to the relative superiority of the ancients or 
moderns. It was at that time fashionable with 
one of the contending parties to decry the preten- 
sions of the ancients. One of their writers ex- 
claims, 

" B^pouillons ces respects serviles 
Que nous portons aux temps passes. 
Les Hom^res et les Virgiles 
Peuvent encore itre effaces,** — La Motte. 

We trust that this corrupt spirit will never infect the 
Lyceums of British literature ; but that they will be 
•eserved ever to be the sanctuaries of high-taught 
genius, chastened by a refined and discriminating 
aste, and embellished with the graces of a simple 
md noble eloquence, formed on the purp models of 
classic antiquity. 
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TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ.* 

Olney, Nov. 7, 4785. 

My dear Friend — Your time being so Miach 
occupied as to leave you no opportunity for a word 
more than the needful, I am the more obliged to 
you that you have found leisure even for that, and 
thank you for the note above acknowledged. 

I know not at present what subject I could enter 
upon, by which I should not put you to an expense 
of moments that you can ill spare : I have often 
been displeased when a neighbour of mine, being 
himself an idle man, has delivered himself from the 
burthen of a vacant hour or two, by comii^ to 
repose his idleness upon me. Not to incur there- 
fore and deservedly the blame that I have charged 
upon him, by interrupting you, who are certainly a 
busy man, whatever may be the case with mystiS, 
I shall only add that I am, with my respects to 

Mrs. Hill. 

Affectionately yours, 

W.C. 



The tried stability of Cowper*s friendship, after a 
long interval of separation, and the delicacy with 
which he accepts Lady Hesketh's offer of pecuniary 
aid, are here depicted in a manner that reflects ho- 
nour on both parties. 

• Private Correspondence. 
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TO LADY HESKETH. 

OlDey, Nov. 9, 1785. 

learest Cousin — Whose last most affectionate 
las run in my head ever since I received it, and 
[ now sit down to answer, two days sooner than 
)t will serve me. I thank you for it, and with a 
b for which I am sure you will give me credit, 
i I do not spend many words in describing it. 
)t seek new friends, not being altogether sure 
should find them, but have unspeakable plea- 
i being still beloved by an old one. I hope 
ow our correspondence has suffered its last 
iption, and that we shall go down together to 
ave, chatting and chirping as merrily as such 
e of things as this will permit, 
n happy that my poems have pleased you. 
lume has afforded me no such pleasure at any 
either while I was writing it or since its pub- 
Q, as I have derived from yours and my uncle's 
Q of it. I make certain allowances for parti- 
md for that peculiar quickness of taste with 

you both relish what you like, and, after all 
acks upon those accounts duly made, find my- 
ch in the measure of your approbation that 
mains. But, above all, I honour John Gilpin, 
t was he who first encouraged you to write. 
3 him on purpose to laugh at, and he served 
irpose well ; but I am now indebted to him 

more valuable acquisition than all the 
er in the world amounts to, the recovery 

intercourse with you, which is to me ines- 
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timable. My benevolent and generous Cousin, 
when I was once asked if I wanted any thing, and 
given delicately to understand that the inquirer was 
ready to supply all my occasions, I thankfuUy and 
civilly, but positively declined the favour. I neither 
suffer, nor have suffered, any such inconveniences 
as I had not much rather endure than come under 
obligations of that sort to a person comparatively 
with yourself a stranger to me. But to you 1 
answer otherwise. I know you thoroughly, and the 
liberality of your disposition, and have that consum- 
mate confidence in the sincerity of your wish to 
serve me, that delivers me from all awkward con> 
straint, and from all fear of trespassing by accept- 
ance. To you, therefore, I reply, yes. Whensoever 
and whatsoever, and in what manner soever you 
please ; and add moreover that my affection for the 
giver is such as will increase to me tenfold the satis- 
faction that I shall have in receiving. It is neces- 
sary, however, that I should let you a little into the 
state of my finances, that you may not suppose them 
more narrowly circumscribed than they are. Since 
Mrs. Unwin and I have lived at Olney, we have 
had but one purse, although during the whole time, 
till lately, her income was nearly double mine. Her 
revenues indeed are now in some measure reduced, 
and not much exceed my own ; the worst conse- 
quence of this is, that we are forced to deny our- 
selves some things which hitherto we have been 
better able to afford, but they are such things as 
Jieither life, nor the well-being of lite, depend upon. 
My own income has been better than it is, but when 
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it was best, it would not have enabled me to live as 
my connexions demanded that I should, had it not 
been combined with a better than itself, at least at 
this end of the kingdom. Of this I had full proof 
during three months that I spent in lodgings at Hun- 
tingdon, in which time, by the help of good manage- 
ment and a clear notion of economical matters, I 
contrived to spend the income of a twelvemonth. 
Now, my beloved Cousin, you are in possession of the 
whole case as it stands. Strain no points to your 
jwn inconvenience or hurt, for there is no need of 
t, but indulge yourself in communicating (no mat- 
er what) that you can spare without missing it, 
lince by so doing, you will be sure to add to the 
^mforts of my life one of the sweetest that I can 
jnjoy — a token and proof of your affection. 

In the affair of my next publication,* toward 
vhich you also offer me so kindly your assistance, 
here will be no need that you should help me in the 
nanner that you propose. It will be a large work, 
x>n8isting I should imagine of six volumes at least. 
rhe 12th of this month I shall have spent a year 
ipon it, and it will cost me more than another. I 
lo not love the booksellers well enough to make 
hem a present of such a labour, but intend to pub- 
ish by subscription. Your vote and interest, my 
lear Cousin, upon the occasion, if you please, but 
nothing more I I will trouble you with some papers 
of proposals when the time shall come, and am sure 
that you will circulate as many for me as you can. 

* His translatioD of Homer's Iliad. 
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NoW) m J dear, I am going to tell you a secret It ii 
a great secret, that you must not whisper even to 
your cat. No creature is at this moment apprized 
of it but Mrs. Unwin and her son. I am makiDg a 
new translation of Homer, and am on the point d 
finishing the twenty-first book of the Iliad. The 
reasons upon which I undertake this Herculean la- 
bour, and by which I justify an enterprise in whkh 
I seem so effectually anticipated by Pope, although 
in &ct he has not anticipated me at all, I may pos- 
sibly give you, if you wish for them, when I can fin3 
nothing more interesting to say. A period which 1 
do not conceive to be very near I I have not an- 
swered many things in your letter, nor can do it at 
present for want of room. I cannot believe but 
that I should know you, notwithstanding all that 
time may have done. There is not a feature of 
your face, could I meet it upon the road by itself) 
that I should not mstantly recoUect. I should saj) 
that is my cousin's nose, or those are her lips and 
her chin, and no woman upon earth can claim than 
but herself. As for me, I am a very smart youth 
of my years. I am not indeed grown grey so much 
as I am grown bald. No matter. There was more 
hair in the world than ever had the honour to bekmg 
to me. Accordingly having found just enough to 
curl a little at my ears, and to intermix with a little 
of my own that still hangs behind, I appear, if you 
see me in an aflemoon, to have a very decent head- 
dress, not easily distinguished from my natm*al 
growth, which being worn with a small bag, and a 
black riband about my neck, continues to me the 
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charms of my youth, even on the verge of age. 
Aiway with the fear of writing too often. 

W. C. 
P. S. — That the view I give you of myself may 
be complete I add the two following items — That I 
am m debt to nobody, and that I grow fat. 



There is no date to the following letter, but it 
evidently refers to this period of time. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

My dearest Cousin — ^I am glad that I always loved 
ron as I did. It releases me from any occasion to 
uspect that my present affection for you is indebted 
9r its existence to any selfish considerations. No, 
am sure I love you disinterestedly and for your 
wn sake, because I never thought of you with any 
ther sensations than those of the truest affection, 
ven while I was under the persuasion that I should 
ever hear from you again. But, with my present 
delings superadded to those that I always had for 
ou, I find it no easy matter to do justice to my 
ensations. I perceive myself in a state of mind 
Imilar to that of the traveller described in Pope's 
lessiah, who, as he passes through a sandy desert, 
tarts at the sudden and unexpected sound of a wa- 
er&ll.^ You have placed me in a situation new to 

* The following is the passage alladed to : — 
** The swain in barren deserts with surprise 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 
And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds, to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his e«t.** 

Pope's Messiah, Une 67,^^. 
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me, and in which I feel myself somewhat puzried 
how to behave. At the same time I would mM 
grieve you by putting a check upon your bounty, 1 
would be as careful not to abuse it, as if I w^ i 
miser, and the question not about your money btit 
my own. 

Although I do not suspect that a secret to you, 
my Cousin, is any burthen, yet, having maturel) 
considered that point since I wrote my last, I feel 
myself altogether disposed to release you from the 
injunction to that effect under which I laid you 
I have now made such a progress in my translatioc 
that I need neither fear that I shall stop short oi 
the end nor that any other rider of Pegasus shooki 
overtake me. Therefore, if at any time it sbouk: 
fall fairly in your way, or you should feel yourieL 
invited to say I am so occupied, you have my poet- 
ship's free permission. Dr. Johnson read and re- 
commended my first volume. 

W.C. 



TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT.* 

Olnej, Nov. 9, 1785. 

My dear Friend — You desired me to return you: 
good brother the bishop's Charge,f as soon as 

• Cowper was at Westminster school with five brothotf o 
this name. He retained through life the friendship of th* 
estimahle character to whom this letter is addressed. 

t Lewis Bagot, D.D. He was formerly Dean of Chris 
Charch, Oxford ; afterwards Bishop of Norwich, and finally 
Bkbop o£ St. Asaph. 
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coQveniently could, and the weather having forbid* 
den us to hope for the pleasure of seeing you and 
Mrs. Bagot with you this morning, I return it now, 
lest, as you told me that your stay in this country 
would be short, you should be gone before it could 
reach you. 

I wish as you do, that the Charge in question 
could find its way into all the parsonages in the 
nation. It is so generally applicable, and yet so 
pomtedly enforced, that it deserves the most ex- 
tensive spread. I find in it the happiest mixture 
of spiritual authority, the meekness of a Christian, 
and the good manners of a gentleman. It has 
convinced me that the poet who, like myself, shall 
toke the liberty to pay the author of such valuable 
Monition a compliment, shall do at least as much 
l^mour to himself as to his subject. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Dec. 3, 1785. 

My dear Friend — ^I am glad to hear that there is 
such a demand for your last Narrative. If I may 
judge of their general utility by the effect that they 
^ve heretofore had upon me, there are few things 
^ore edifying than death-bed memoirs. They 

* Private Correspondence. 
VOL. III. ^ 
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interest every reader, because they speak of 
period at which all must arrive, and afford a sol: 
ground of encouragement to survivors to expect i\ 
same, or similar, support and comfort, when it sh^ 
be their turn to die. 

I also am employed in writing narrative, but ni 

so useful. Employment, however, and with the pe 

is through habit become essential to my well-beinj 

and to produce always original poems, especial 

of considerable length, is not so easy. For son 

weeks after I had finished " The Task," and se: 

away the last sheet corrected, I was through n 

cessity idle, and suffered not a little in my spiri 

for being so. One day, being in such distress 

mind as was hardly supportable, I took up tl 

Iliad ; and, merely to divert attention, and with i 

more preconception of what I was then enteru 

upon than I have at this moment of what I sh 

be doing this day twenty years hence, translat 

the twelve first lines of it. The same necessi 

pressing me again, I had recourse to the same e 

pedient and translated more. Every day bringii 

its occasion for employment with it, every di 

consequently added something to the work ; till 

last I began to reflect thus : — The Iliad and tl 

Odyssey together consist of about forty thousai 

verses. To translate these forty thousand vers( 

will furnish me with occupation for a considerab 

time. I have already made some progress, and I fir 

it a most agreeable amusement. Homer, in poii 

of purity, is a most blameless writer ; and thou§ 

he was not an enlightened man, has intersperse 
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f great and valuable truths throughout both his 
IS. In short, he is in all respects a most vene- 
old gentleman, by an acquaintance with whom 
an can disgrace himself. The literati are all 
sdto a man that, although Pope has given us two 
y poems under Homer s titles, there is not to 
lund in them the least portion of Homer's spirit, 
the least resemblance of his manner. I will 
herefore whether I cannot copy him somewhat 
I happily myself. I have at least the advantage 
ope's faults and failings, which, like so many 
8 upon a dangerous coast, will serve me to steer 
nd will make my chance for success more pro- 
}. These and many other considerations, but 
:ially a mind that abhorred a vacuum as its 
' bane, impelled me so effectually to the work, 
ere long I mean to publish proposals for a sub- 
tion to it, having advanced so far as to be war- 
id in doing so. I have connexions, and no few 
, by means of which I have the utmost reason 
:pect that a brisk circulation may be procured ; 
f it should prove a profitable enterprise, the 
t will not accrue to a man who may be said not 
int it. It is a business such as it will not in- 
lie much in your way to promote ; but among 
numerous connexions it is possible that you 
know some who would sufficiently interest them- 
8 in such a work to be not unwilling to subscribe 
I do not mean — far be it from me — to put 
upon making hazardous applications, where you 
It possibly incur a refusal, that would give you 

h2 
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though but a moment's pain. You know best your 
own opportunities and powers in such a cause. K 
you can do but little, I shall esteem it much ; and 
if you can do nothing, I am sure that it will not be 
for want of a will. 

I have lately had three visits from my old school- 
fellow Mr. Bagot, a brother of Lord Bagot, and of 
Mr. Chester of Chicheley. At his last visit he 
brought his wife with him, a most amiable woman, 
to see Mrs. Unwin. I told him my purpose and 
my progress. He received the news wiUi great 
pleasure ; immediately subscribed a draft of twenty 
pounds ; and promised me his whole heart, and his 
whole interest, which lies principally among pe<^ 
of the first fashion. 

My correspondence has lately also been renewed 
with my dear cousin Lady Hesketh, whom I ever 
loved as a sister, (for we were in a manner brought 
up together,) and who writes to me as affectioR- 
ately as if she were so. She also enters into my 
views and interests upon this occasion with a warmth 
that gives me great encouragement. The circle of 
her acquaintance is likewise very extensive ; and 1 
have no doubt that she wiU exert her influence to 
its utmost possibilities among them. I have other 
strings to my bow, (perhaps, as a translator of 
Homer, I should say, to my l3nre,) which I can- 
not here enumerate ; but, upon the whole, my 
prospect seems promising enough. I have not yet 
consulted Johnson upon the occasion, but intend to 
do it soon. 



k 
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My gpirits are somewhat better than they were, 
b the course of the last month, 1 have perceived 
A very sensible amendment. The hope of better 
days seems again to dawn upon me ; and I have 
now and then an intimation, though slight and 
transient, that God has not abandoned me for ever. 

Having been for some years troubled with an 
inconvenient stomach; and lately with a stomach 
that will digest nothing without help ; and we hav- 
ing reached the bottom of our own medical skill, into 
which we have dived to little or no purpose ; I have 
at length consented to consult Dr. Kerr, and expect 
lo see him in a day or two. Engaged as I am and 
am likely to be, so long as I am capable of it, in 
writing for the press, I cannot well afford to enter- 
tain a malady that is such an enemy to all mental 
(^rations. 

This morning is beautiful, and tempts me forth 
into the garden. It is all the walk that I can have 
at this season, but not all the exercise. I ring a 
f«al every day upon the dumb-bells. 
I am, my dear friend, most truly. 

Yours and Mrs. Newton's, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Dec. 10, 1785. 

My dear Friend — What you say of my last vo- 
lume gives me the sincerest pleasure. I have heard 

• Private Correspondence. 
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a like favourable report of it from several diflferent 
quarters, but never any (for obvious reasons) that 
has gratified me more than yours. I have a relish 
for moderate praise, because it bids fair to be judi- 
cious ; but praise excessive, such as our poor 

friend 's, (I have an uncle also who celebrates 

me exactly in the same language,) — such praise is 
rather too big for an ordinary swallow. I set down 
nine-tenths of it to the account of family partiality. 
I know no more than you what kind of a market my 
book has found ; but this I believe, that had not 
Henderson died,* and had it been worth my while 
to have given him an hundred pounds to have read 
it in public, it would have been more popular than 
it is. I am at least very unwilling to esteem John 
Gilpin as better worth than all the rest that I have 
written, and he has been popular enough. 

Your sentiments of Pope's Homer agree perfectly 
with those of every competent judge with whom I 
have at any time conversed about it. I never saw 
a copy so unlike the original. There is not I be- 
lieve in all the world to be found an uninspired poem 
so simple as those of Homer, nor in all the world a 
poem more bedizened with ornaments than Pope's 
translation of them. Accordingly, the sublime of 
Homer in the hands of Pope becomes bloated and 
tumid, and his description tawdry. Neither had 
Pope the faintest conception of those exquisite dis- 
criminations of character for which Homer is so re- 

• A public reciter, well known in his day, who delivered 
his rf^citations with all the effect of tone, emphasis, and grace- 
ful elocution. 



LIFE OF COWPER. 103 

kable. All his persons, and equally upon all 
sions, speak in an inflated and strutting phrase- 
y as Pope has managed them ; although in the 
inal the dignity of their utterance, even when 
are most majestic, consists principally in the 
^licity of their sentiments and of their language, 
ther censure I must needs pass upon our Anglo- 
sian, out of many that obtrude themselves upon 
but for which I have neither time to spare, nor 
1, which is, that with all his great abilities he 
defective in his feelings to a degree that some 
ages in his own poems make it difficult to ac- 
it for. No writer more pathetic than Homer, 
.use none more natural ; and because none less 
ral than Pope in his versioVi of Homer, there- 
than he none less pathetic. But I shall tire 
with a theme with which I would not wish to 
you beforehand. 

' the great change in my experience, of which 

express so lively an expectation, should take 

B, and whenever it shall take place, you 

securely depend upon receiving the first notice 

. But, whether you come with congratulations, 

-^hether without them, I need not say that you 

yours will always be most welcome here. Mrs. 

dn's love both to yourself and to Mrs. Newton 

. itself as usual, and as warmly as usual, to 

of 

Yours, my dear friend. 

Affectionately and faithfully, 

W. C. 
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The following this moment occurs to me as a pos- 
sible motto for the Messiah, if you do not think it 
too sharp : — 

Nonqaam indocunt animam cantare, rttgati ; 



Injutsi, nanquam desistunt.* 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Ohiey, Dee. 24, 1785. 

My dear Friend — ^You would have found a letter 
from me at Mr. *s, according to your assig- 
nation, had not the post, setting out two hours sooner 
than the usual timer, prevented me. The Odyssey 
that you sent has but one fault, at least but one tli&t 
I have discovered, which is that I cannot read it 
The very attempt, if persevered in, would soon 
make me as blind as Homer was himself. I am now 
in the last book of the Iliad, shall be obliged to you 
therefore for a more legible one by the first oppor- 
tunity. 

I wrote to Johnson lately, desiring him to give 
me advice and information on the subject of propo- 
sals for a subscription, and he desired me in his an- 
swer not to use that mode of publication, but to treat 
with him, adding that he could make me such 
offers as (he believed) I should approve. I have re- 
plied to his letter, but abide by my first purpose. 

Having occasion to write to Mr. , concern- 
ing his princely benevolence, extended this year also 



^ 
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to the poor of Olney, I put in a good word for my 
poor self likewise, and have received a very obliging 
ftnd encouraging answer. He promises me six names 
in particular, that (he says) will do me no discredit, 
^ expresses a wish to be served with papers as 
soon as they shall be printed. 

I meet with encouragement from all quarters, 
such as I find need of indeed in an enterprise of such 
length and moment, but such as at the same time I 
find effectuaL Homer is not a poet to be translated 
under the disadvantage of doubts and dejection. 

Let me sing the praises of the desk which 

has sent me. In general, it is as elegant as possible. 
In particular, it is of cedar beautifully lacquered. 
When put together, it assumes the form of a hand- 
some small chest, and contains all sorts of accom- 
modations; it is inlaid with ivory, and serves the 
purpose of a reading desk.''^ 

Your affectionate 

W. C. 



TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 

Olney, Dec. 24, 1785. 

My dear Friend —Till 1 had made such a pro- 
gress in my present undertaking as to put it out of 
an doubt that, if I lived, I should proceed in and 
finish it, I kept the matter to myself. It would 
have done me little honour to have told my friends 

* lliis interesting relic was bequeathed to Dr. Johnson, 
and is noir in the poaaession of bis family. 
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that I had an arduous enterprise in hand, if afier« 
wards I must have told them that I had dropped it 
Knowing it to have been universally the opinion of 
the literati, ever since they have allowed themselves 
to consider the matter coolly, that a translation, pro- 
perly so called, of Homer is, notwithstanding what 
Pope has done, a desideratum in the English lan- 
guage ; it struck me that an attempt to supply the 
deficiency would be an honourable one, and having 
made myself, in former years, somewhat critically a 
master of the original, I was by this double consi- 
deration induced to make the attempt myself. I am 
now translating into blank verse the last book of the 
Iliad, and mean to publish by subscription. 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UN WIN. 

Olney, Dec. 31, 1785. 

My dear William — You have learned from my 
last that I am now conducting myself upon the plan 
that you recommended to me in the summer. But 
since I wrote it, I have made still farther advances 
in my negociation with Johnson. The proposals are 
adjusted. The proof-sheet has been printed off, cor- 
rected, and returned. They will be sent abroad as 
soon as I make up a complete list of the personages 
and persons to whom I would have them sent, which 
in a few days I hope to be able to accomplish. 
Johnson behaves very well, at least according to 
my conception of tVie maUet, «ft.d ^eexns sensible 
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that I dealt liberally with him. He wishes me to 
be a gainer by my labours, in his own words, " to 
put something handsome into my pocket," and re- 
commends two large quartos for the whole. He 
would not, he says, by any means advise an extra- 
vagant price, and has fixed it at three guineas, the 
half, as usual to be paid at the time of subscribing, 
the remainder on delivery. Five hundred names, 
he adds, at this price will put above a thousand 
pounds into my purse. I am doing my best to ob- 
tain them. Mr. Newton is warm in my service, and 
can do not a little. I have of course written to Mr. 
Bagot, who, when he was here, with much earnest- 
ness and affection intreated me so to do as soon as 
I could have settled the conditions. If I could get 
Sir Richard Sutton's address^ I would write to him 
also, though I have been but once in his company 
since I left Westminster, where he and I read the 
Iliad and Odyssey through together. I enclose Lord 
Dartmouth's answer to my application, which I will 
get you to show to Lady Hesketh, because it will 
please her. I shall be glad if you can make an op- 
portunity to call on her during your present stay in 
town. You observe therefore that I am not wanting 
to myself. He that is so has no just claim on the 
assistance of others, neither shall myself have cause 
to complain of me in other respects. I thank you 
for your friendly hints and precautions, and shall 
not fail to give them the guidance of my pen. I 
respect the public and I respect myself, and had 
rather want bread than expose myself wantonly to 
the condemnation of either. I hate the affecXaiXvoiv^ 
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SO frequently found in authors, of negligence and slo* 
venly slightness, and in the present case am sensible 
how necessary it is to shun them, when I undertake 
the vast and invidious labour of doing better than 
Pope has done before me. I thank you for all that 
you have said and done in my cause, and before* 
hand for all that you shall say and do hereafter. I 
am sure that there will be no deficiency on your 
part In particular, I thank you for taking such 
jealous care of my honour and respectability, when 
the man you mention applied for samples of my 
translation. When I deal in wine, cloth, or cheese, 
I will give samples, but of verse never. No consi- 
deration would have induced me to comply with tlie 
gentleman's demand, unless he could have assured 
me that his wife had longed. 

1 have frequently thought with pleasure of the 
summer that you have had in your heart, while you 
have been employed in softening the severity of 
winter in behalf of so many who must otherwise 
have been exposed to it. I wish that you could 
make a general gaol-delivery, leaving only those 
behind who cannot elsewhere be so properly dis- 
posed of. You never said a better thing in your 
life than when you assured Mr. of the expe- 
dience of a gift of bedding to the poor of Olney. 
There is no one article of this world's comforts with 
which, as FalstafF says, they are so heinously un- 
provided. When a poor woman, and an honest one, 
whom we know well, carried home two pair of 
blankets, a pair for herself and husband, and a pair 
For her six children ; as soon as the children saw 
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them, they jumped out of their straw, caught them 
ifk their arms, kissed them, blessed them, and 
daoced for joy. An old woman, a very old one, 
$he first night that she found herself so com- 
fortably covered, could not sleep a wink, being kept 
awake by the contrary emotions of transport on the 
one hand, and the fear of not being thankful enough 
on the other. 

It just occurs to me to say that this manuscript 
of mine will be ready for the press, as I hope, by 
the end of February. I shall have finished the 
niad in about ten days, and shall proceed imme- 
diately to the revisal of the whole. You must if 
possible come down to Olney, if it be only that you 
naay take charge of its safe delivery to Johnson. 
For, if by any accident it should be lost, I am 
undone — the first copy being but a lean counter- 
part of the second. 

Your mother joins with me in love and good 
wishes of every kind to you and all yours. 

Adieu, 
W. C. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

Oloey, Jan. 10, 1786. 
It gave me great pleasure that you found my 
friend Unwin, what I was sure you would find him, 
a most agreeable man. I did not usher him in with 
the marrow-bones and cleavers of high-sounding 
paneg3rric, both because I was certain that, what- 
soever merit he had, your discernment wpuld mask 
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it, and because it is possible to do a man material 
injury by making his praise his harbinger. It is 
easy to raise expectation to such a pitch that the 
reality, be it ever so excellent, must necessarily 
fall below it. 

I hold myself much indebted to Mr. , of 

whom I have the first information from yourself 
both for his friendly disposition towards me, and 
for the manner in which he marks the defects in 
my volume. An author must be tender indeed to 
wince on being touched so gently. It is undoubt- 
edly as he says, and as you and my uncle say, you 
cannot be all mistaken, neither is it at all probable 
that any of you should be so. I take it for granted, 
therefore, that there are inequalities in the compo- 
sition, and I do assure you, my dear, most faith- 
fully, that, if it should reach a second edition, I will 
spare no pains to improve it. It may serve me for 
an agreeable amusement perhaps when Homer 
shall be gone, and done with. The first edition of 
poems has generally been susceptible of improve- 
ment. Pope I believe never published one in his 
life that did not undergo variations, and his longest 
pieces many. I will only observe that inequalities 
there must be always, and in every work of length. 
There are level parts o£ every subject, parts which 
we cannot with propriety attempt to elevate. They 
are by nature humble, and can only be made to 
assume an awkward and uncouth appearance by 
being mounted. But again I take it for granted 
that this remark does not apply to the matter of 
jour objection. You were sufficiently aware of it 
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before, and have no need that 1 should suggest it 
as an apology, could it have served that office, but 
would have made it for me yourself. In truth, my 
dear, had you known in what anguish of mind I 
wrote the whole of that poem, and under what per- 
petual interruptions from a cause that has since 
been removed, so that sometimes I had not an 
opportunity of writing more than three lines at a 
sitting, you would long since have wondered as 
much as I do myself that it turned out any thing 
better than Grub-street. 

My Cousin, give yourself no trouble to find out 
any of the magi to scrutinize my Homer. I can do 
without them ; and, if I were not conscious that I 
have no need of their help, I would be the first to 
call for it. Assure yourself that I intend to be 
careful to the utmost line of all possible caution, 
both with respect to language and versification. I 
will not send a verse to the press that shall not 
have undergone the strictest examination. 

A subscription is surely on every account the 
most eligible mode of publication* When I shall 
have emptied the purses of my friends and of their 
friends into my own, I am still free to levy contri- 
butions upon the world at large, and I shall then 
have a fund to defray the expenses of a new edi- 
tion. I have ordered Johnson to print the pro- 
posals immediately, and hope that they will kiss 
your hands before the week is expired. 

I have had the kindest letter from Josephus that 
I ever had. He mentioned my purpose to one of 
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the masters of Etcm, who replied, that ^such & 
work is much wanted." 

Affectionately yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olnej, Jan. 14, 1786. 

My dear William — I am glad that you have see** 
Lady Hesketh. I knew that you would find hei" 
every thing that is amiable and elegant. Else, bein^ 
my relation, I would never have shown her to you* 
She also was delighted with her visitor, and expects 
the greatest pleasure in seeing you again ; but is 
under some apprehensions that a tender regard for 
the drum of your ear may keep you from her. Never 
mind I You have two drums, and if she should crack 
both, I will buy you a trumpet. 

General Cowper having much pressed me to ac- 
company my proposals with a specimen, I have sent 
him one. It is taken from the twenty-fourth book 
of the Iliad, and is part of the interview between 
Priam and Achilles. Tell me, if it be possible lor 
any man to tell me — ^why did Homer leave off at the 
burial of Hector? Is it possible, that he could be 
determined to it by a conceit so little worthy of Urn 
as that, having made the number of his books com- 
pletely the alphabetical number, he would not for 
the joke's sake proceed any further ? Why did he 
not give us the death of Achilles, and the destruc- 
tion of Troy ? Tell me also if the critics, with Aris- 
totle at their head, have not found that he left off 
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exactly where he should, and that every epic poem 
to all generations is bound to conclude with the 
burial of Hector ? I do not in the least doubt it. 
Therefore if I live to write a dozen epic poems I 
'^iU always take care to bury Hector, and to bring 
8ll matters at that point to an immediate conclusion. 

I had a truly kind letter from Mr. , written 

flnmediately on his recovery from the fever. I am 
bound to honour James's powder, not only for the 
services it has often rendered to myself, but still 
more for having been the means of preserving a life 
ten times more valuable to society than mine is ever 
^ely to be. 

You say, " Why should I trouble you with my 

troubles ?" I answer, " Why not? What is a friend 

good for, if we may not lay one end of the sack upon 

his shoulders, while we ourselves carry the other ?" 

You see your duty to God, and your duty to your 

neighbour; and you practise both with your best 

ability. Yet a certain person accounts you blind. 

I would, that all the world were so blind even as 

you are. But there are some in it who, like the 

Chinese, say, " We have two eyes ; and other nations 

have but one !" I am glad however that in your one 

eye you have sight enough to discover that such 

censures are not worth minding. 

I thank you heartily for every step you take in 
the advancement of my present purpose. 

Contrive to pay Lady H. a long visit, for she has 
A thousand things to say. 

Yours, my dear William, 

W. C. 
VOL. in, \ 
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TO THE RBY. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Jan. 14, 1786. 

My dear Friend — My proposals are already 
printed. I ought rather to say that they are readjr 
for prmting ; having near ten days ago returned the 
correction of the proof. But a cousin of mine, and 
one who will I dare say be very active in my literary 
cause, (I mean General Cowper,) having earnestly 
recommended it to me to annex a specimen, 1 have 
accordingly sent him one, extracted from the latter 
part of the last book of the Iliad, and consisting of 
a hundred and seven lines. I chose to extract it 
from that part of the poem, because if the reader 
should happen to find himself content with it, be 
will naturally be encouraged by it to hope well of 
the part preceding. Every man who can do any 
thing in the translating way is pretty sure to set off 
with spirit ; but in works of such a length, there is 
always danger of flagging near the close. 

My subscription I hope will be more powerfuUy 
promoted than subscriptions generally are. I have 
a warm and affectionate friend in Lady Hesketh ; 
and one equally disposed, and even still more able to 
serve me, in the General above mentioned. The 
Bagot family all undertake my cause with ardour; 
and I have several others, of whose ability and 
good-will I could not doubt without doing them in- 
justice. It will however be necessary to bestow yet 
much time on the revisal of this work, for many 

• Private Correspondence. 
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easoDs; and especially, because he who contends 
v\\h Pope upon Homer's ground can of all writers 
east afford to be negligent. 

Mr. Scott brought me as much as he could re- 
member of a kind message from Lord Dartmouth ; 
ta it was rather imperfectly delivered. Enough of 
it however came to hand to convince me that his 
fordship takes a friendly interest in my success. 
When his lordship and I sat side by side, on the 
sixth form at Westminster, we little thought that in 
Process of time one of us was ordained to give a 
oew translation of Homer. Yet at that very time 
it seems I was laying the foundation of this super- 
structure. 

Much love upon all accounts to you and yours. 

Adieu, my friend, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Olney, Jan. 15, 1786. 

My dear Friend — I have just time to give you a 
asty line to explain to you the delay that the pub- 
cation of my proposals has unexpectedly encoun- 
•red, and at which I suppose that you have been 
dmewhat surprised. 

I have a near relation in London, and a warm 
riend in General Cowper ; he is also a person as 
Ue as willing to render me material service. I 
rtely made him acquainted with my design of send- 
ag into the world a new Translation of Homet> asad 
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told him that my papers would soon attend him. 
He soon after desired that I would annex to them i^ 
specimen of the worL To this I at first objected, 
for reasons that need not be enumerated here, but 
at last acceded to his advice ; and accordingly the 
day before yesterday I sent him a specimen. It 
consists of one hundred and seven lines, and is taken 
from the interview between Priam and Achilles in 
the last book. I chose to extract from the latter 
end of the poem, and as near to the close of it as 
possible, that I might encourage a hope in the readers 
of it, that if they found it in some degree worthy of 
their approbation, they would find the former parts 
of the work not less so. For if a writer flags any 
where, it must be when he is near the end. 

My subscribers will have an option given thera in 
the proposals respecting the price. My predecessor 
in the same business was not quite so moderate* 
You may say, perhaps, (at least if your kindness for 
me did not prevent it, you would be ready to say,) 
" It is well — ^but do you place yourself on a level 
with Pope ?" I answer, or rather should answeri 
" By no means — not as a poet ; but as a translator 
of Homer, if I did not expect and believe that I 
should even surpass him why have I meddled with 
this matter at all ? If I confess inferiority, I repro- 
bate my own undertaking." 

When I can hear of the rest of the bishops that 
they preach and live as your brother does, I will 
think more respectfully of them than I feel inclined 
to do at present They may be learned, and I know 
that some of them are ; but your brother, learned 
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^ he is, has other more powerful recommendations. 
Persuade him to publish his poetry, and I promise 
you that he shall find as warm and sincere an ad- 
"Mrer in me as in any man that lives. 
Yours, my dear friend. 

Very affectionately, 

w. a 



TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Olney, Jan, 23, 1786. 

My dear and faithful Friend— * * 

* * « • 

The paragraph that I am now beginning wiU con- 
tain information of a kind that I am not very fond 
of communicating, and on a subject that I am not 
Very fond of writing about. Only to you I will open 
tny budget without any reserve, because I know 
that in what concerns my authorship you take an 
nterest that demands my confidence, and will be 
ileased with every occurrence that is at all propi- 
ioas to my endeavours. Lady Hesketh, who, had 
{he ais many mouths as Virgil's Fame, with a tongue 
II each, would employ them all in my service, 
Nrrites me word that Dr. Maty of the Museum has 
read my " Task." I cannot, even to you, relate 
what he says of it, though, when I began this story, 
I thought I had courage enough to tell it boldly. 
He designs however to give his opinion of it in his 
next Monthly Review, and, being informed that I 
was about to finish a translation of Hornet) ^:^e^ 



118 LIFE OF COWPER. 

her ladyship's leave to mention the circumstance 
on that occasion. This incident pleases me the 
more, because 1 have authentic intelligence of his 
being a critical character, in all its forms, acute, 
sour, and blunt, and so incorruptible withal, and so 
unsusceptible of bias from undue motives, that, as 
my correspondent informs me, he would not 
praise his own mother, did he not think she de- 
served it. 

The said *'Task" is likewise gone to Oxford, con- 
veyed thither by an intimate friend of Dr. •, 

with a purpose of putting it into his hands. Mjr 
friend, what will they do with me at Oxford ? Will 
they burn me at Carfax, or will they anathematize 
me with bell, book, and candle ? I can say with 
more truth than Ovid did — Parve, nee invideo. 

The said Dr. has been heard to say, and I 

give you his own words, (stop both your ears while 
I utter them,) " that Homer has never been trans- 
lated, and that Pope was a fool." Very irreverend 
language, to be sure, but, in consideration of t^e 
subject on which he used them, we will pardon it, 
even in a dean.* One of the masters of Eton toU 
a friend of mine lately that a translation of Homer 
is much wanted. So now you have all my news. 

Yours, my dear friend, cordially, 

W.C. 

* The person here aUaded to is Dr. Cyril Jackson, dean of 
Christ Church, Oxford, a man of profound acquirements 
and of great classical taste. He was formerly preceptor to 
the Prince of Wales, afterwards George IV. 



\ 
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TO LADY HESKETH. 



Olney, Jan. 31, 1786. 

It is very pleasant, my dearest Cousin, to receive 
* present so delicately conveyed as that which I 
received so lately from Anonymous ; but it is also 
^ery painful to^ have nobody to thank for it. I find 
Jiiyself therefore driven by stress of necessity to 
the following resolutions, viz. that I will constitute 
yoix my Thanks-receiver-general, for whatsoever 
jifltl shall receive hereafter, as well as for those that 

I have already received from a nameless benefactor. 
'. therefore thank you, my Cousin, for a most ele- 
gant present, including the most elegant compli- 
Qent that ever poet was honoured with ; for a snufF- 
lox of tortoiseshell, with a beautiful landscape on 
he lid of it, glazed with crystal, having the 
tgures of three hares in the fore-ground, and in- 
cribed above with these words, The Peasant's Nest — 
ind below with these, Tiney^ Pttss, and Bess. For 

II and every o^ these I thank you, and also for 
tanding proxy on this occasion. Nor must 1 forget 
o thank you that so soon after 1 had sent you 
he first letter of Anonymous, I received another 
n the same hand. — There I Now 1 am a little easier. 

I have almost conceived a design to send up 
lalf a dozen stout country-fellows to tie by the leg 
o their respective bed-posts the company that so 
ibridges your opportunity of writing to me. Your 
etters are the joy of my heart, and I cannot en- 
iure to be robbed, by I know not whom, oC VvaiS 
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my treasure. But there is no comfort without^ 
drawback, and therefore it is that I who have un- 
known friends have unknown enemies also. Ever 
since I wrote last, I find myself in better health, 
and my nocturnal spasms and fever considerablj 
abated. I intend to write to Dr. Kerr on Thu»- 
day, that I may gratify him with an account of my 
amendment : for to him I know that it will be a 
gratification. Were he not a physician, I should 
regret that he lives so distant, for he is a most 
agreeable man ;♦ but, being what he is, it would be 
impossible to have his company, even if he were a 
neighbour, unless in time of sickness, at which 
time, whatever charms he might have himself, my 
own must necessarily lose much of their effect on 
him. 

When I write to you, my dear, what I have al- 
ready related to the General, I am always fearful 
lest I should tell you that for news with which ym 
are well acquainted. For once, however, I wiB 
venture. On Wednesday last I received from 
Johnson the MS. copy of a specimen that I had sefit 
to the General, and inclosed in the same cover 
Notes upon it by an unknown critic. Johns<m, in 
a short letter, recommended him to me as a man of 
unquestionable learning and ability. On perusal and 
consideration of his remarks, I found him such, and, 
having nothing so much at heart as to give all possible 
security to yourself and the General that my work 
shall not come forth unfinished, I answered Johnson 

• Dr. Kerr was an eminent physician, in great practical 
tad resident at Northamptoii. 
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that I would gladly submit my MS. to his friend. 
He is in truth a very clever fellow, perfectly a 
stranger to me, and one who, I promise you, will 
not spare for severity of animadversion, where he 
«Wl find occasion. It is impossible for you, my 
<iearest Cousin, to express a wish that I do not 
equally feel a wish to gratify. You are desirous 
that Maty should see a book of my Homer, and for 
that reason, if Maty will see a book of it, he shall be 
Welcome, although time is likely to be precious, 
aod consequently any delay that is not absolutely 
necessary as much as possible to be avoided. I 
am now revising the ^^ Iliad." It is a business that 
^ cost me four months, perhaps five ; for I com- 
pare the very words as I go, and, if much alteration 
ihould occur, must transcribe the whole. The 
Irst book I have almost transcribed already. To 
hese five months Johnson says that nine more 
dust be added for printing, and upon my own ex- 
lerience, I will venture to assure you that the tar- 
iness of printers will make those nine months 
welve. There is danger therefore that my sub- 
criberi? may think that I make them wait too long, 
nd that they who know me not may suspect a 
lubble. How glad shall I be to read it over in an 
^ening, book by book, as fast as I settle the copy, 
o you and to Mrs. Unwin I She has been my touch- 
tone always, . and without reference to her taste 
ind judgment I have printed nothing. With one 
if you at each elbow, I should think myself the 
lappiest of all poets. 
The General and I, having broken the ke, «ixe 
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upon the most comfortable terms of correspondenoft 
He writes very affectionately to me, and I say eveqr 
thing that comes uppermost. I could not writ? 
frequently to any creature living upon any otto 
terms than those. He tells me of infirmities that 
he has, which make him less active than he was. 
lam sorry to hear that he has any such. Alas! 
alas I he was young when I saw him, only twenty 
years ago. 

I have the most affectionate letter imaginable 
from Colman, who writes to me like a brother. The 
Chancellor is yet dumb. 

May God have you in his keeping, my beloved 
Cousin. 

Farewell, 

W.C. 



Lady Hesketh having announced her intention of 
paying a visit to Cowper, the following letters 
abound in all that delightful anticipation, which the 
prospect of renewing so endeared an intercourse 
naturally suggested. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 



k 



Olney, Feb. 9, 1786. 

My dearest Cousin— I have been impatient to 
tell you that I am impatient to see you again. Mrs. 
Unwin partakes with me in all my feelings upon 
this subject, and longs also to see you. I should 
liave told you so by the last post, but have been so 
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completely occupied by this tormenting specimen, 
that it was impossible to do it. I sent the General 
a letter on Monday that would distress and alarm 
him; I sent him another yesterday, that will, I 
hope, quiet him again. Johnson has apologized 
very civilly for the multitude of his friend's stric- 
tures ; and his friend has promised to confine him- 
self in future to a comparison with the original, so 
that (I doubt not) we shall jog on merrily together. 
And now, my dear, let me tell you once more that 
your kindness in promising us a visit has charmed 
Us both. I shall see you again. I shall hear yom* 
Voice. We shall take walks together. I will show 
you my prospects, the hovel, the alcove, the Ouse, 
and its banks, every thing that I have described. 
I anticipate the pleasure of those days not very far 
distant, and feel a part of it at this moment. Talk 
Hot of an inn ! Mention it not for your life ! We 
have never had so many visitors but we could easily 
accommodate them all, though we have received 
Unwin, and his wife, and his sister, and his son, all 
at once. My dear, I will not let you come till the 
end of May, or beginning of June, because, before 
that time my green-house will not be ready to re- 
ceive us, and it is the only pleasant room belonging 
to us. When the plants go out, we go in. I line 
it with mats, and spread the floor with mats ; and 
there you shall sit, with a bed of mignonette at 
3^ar side, and a hedge of honeysuckles, roses, and 
jasmine ; and I will make you a bouquet of myrtle 
every day. Sooner than the time I mention the 
country will not be in complete beauty. Axvd. 1 
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will tell you what you shall find at your first en- 
trance. Imprimis, as soon as you have entered the 
vestibule, if you cast a look on either side of you, 
you shall see on the right hand a box of my making. 
It is the box in which have been lodged all my 
hares, and in which lodges Puss at present But 
he, poor fellow, is worn out with age, and promise 
to die before you can see him. On the right hand 
stands a cupboard, the work of the same author ; it 
was once a dove-cage, but I transformed it. Op- 
posite to you stands a table, which I also made. But, 
a merciless servant having scrubbed it until it be- 
came paralytic, it serves no purpose now but rf 
ornament ; and all my clean shoes stand under it 
On the left hand, at the farther end of this superb 
vestibule, you will find the door of the parlour, into 
which I will conduct you, and where I will intro* 
duce you to Mrs. Unwin, unless we should meet 
her before, and where we will be as happy as the 
day is long. Order yourself, my Cousin, to the 
Swan, at Newport, and there you shall find me 
ready to conduct you to Olney. 

My dear, I have told Homer what you say about 
casks and urns, and have asked him whether he ^ 
sure that it is a cask in which Jupiter keeps his 
wine. He swears that it is a cask, and that it wiH 
never be any thing better than a cask to eternity. 
So if the god is content with it, we must even won^ 
der at his taste, and be so too. 

Adieu I my dearest, dearest Cousin, 

W. C. 



f 



LIFE OF COWPER. 125 



TO LADY HESKETH. 



Olney, Feb. 11, 1786. 

My dearest Cousin — ^It must be, I suppose, a 

fortnight or thereabout since I wrote last, I feel 

ttjself so alert and so ready to write again. Be 

Aat as it may, here I come. We talk of nobody 

but you. What we will do with you when we get 

you, where you shall walk, where you shall sleep, 

in short every thing that bears the remotest rela- 

4)n . to your well-being at Olney, occupies all our 

talking time, M^hich is all that 1 do not spend at 

Troy. 

I have every reason for writing to you as often 
16 I can, but I have a particular reason for doing it 
low. I want to tell you, that by the Diligence on 
Vednesday next I mean to send you a quire of 
ay Homer for Maty*s perusal. It will contain the 
irst book, and as much of the second as brings us 
the catalogue of the ships, and is every 
Qorsel of the revised copy that I have transcribed. 
Ay dearest Cousin, read it yourself, let the General 
ead it, do what you please with it, so that it reach 
fohnson in due time. But let Maty be the only 
Jridc that has any thing to do with it. The vexa- 
ioiiy the perplexity, that attends a multiplicity of 
Titicisms by various hands, many of which are sure 
X) be futile, many of them ill-founded, and some of 
hem contradictory to others, is inconceivable, 
except by the author, whose ill-fated work ba.^^e.ws 
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to be the subject of them. This also appears to me 
self-evident, that if a work have passed under the 
review of one man of taste and learning, and have 
had the good fortune to please him, his approbatidn 
gives security for that of all others qualified like 
himself. I speak thus, my dear, afler having just 
escaped from such a storm of trouble, occasioned 
by endless remarks, hints, suggestions, and objec- 
tions, as drove me almost to despair, and to the 
very verge of a resolution to drop my undertakii^ 
for ever. With infinite difficulty I at last sifted the 
chafi^ from the wheat, availing myself of what wf^ 
peared to me to be just, and rejected the rest, but 
not till the labour and anxiety had nearly undone all 
that Kerr had been doing for me. My beloved 
Cousin, trust me for it, as you safely may, that 
temper, vanity, and self-importance had nothing to 
do in all this distress that I suffered. It was merelj 
the effect of an alarm that I could not help taking, 
when I compared the great trouble I had with a 
few lines only, thus handled, with that which 1 fwe- 
saw such handling of the whole must necessarily 
give me. I felt beforehand that my constitution 
would not bear it. I shall send up this second 
specimen in a box that I have had made on purpose; 
and when Maty has done with the copy, and you 
have done with it yourself, then you must return 
it in said box to my translatorship. Though 
Johnson's friend has teased me sadly, I verily believe 
that I shall have no more such cause to complain o£ 
him. We now understand one another, and I firmly 
believe that I might have gone the world through 
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before I had found his equal in an accurate and fa- 
niliar acquaintance with the original. 

A letter to Mr. Urban in the last Gentleman's 
Magazine, of which I's book is the subject, pleases 
me more than any thing I have seen in the way of 
eulogium yet. I have no guess of the author. 

I do not wish to remind the Chancellor of his 
promise. Ask you why, my Cousin ? Because I 
suppose it would be impossible. He has no doubt, 
forgotten it entirely, and would be obliged to take 
my word for the truth of it, which I could not bear. 

We drank tea together with Mrs. C e, and her 

mter, in King-street, Bloomsbury, and there was 
tile promise made. I said, <^ Thurlow, I am nobody, 
and shall be always nobody, and you will be Chan- 
cellor. You shall provide for me when you are." 
He smiled, and replied, " I surely will." " These 
tadies," said I, '< are witnesses." He still smiled, 
and said '^ Let them be so, for I will certainly do 
it." But alas I twenty-four years have passed since 
the day of the date thereof; and to mention it 
now would be to upbraid him with inattention to 
his plighted troth. Neither do I suppose that he 
could easily serve such a creature as I am, if he 
would. 

Adieu, whom I love entirely, 

W.C. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, Feb. 18. 1786. 

My dear Friend — I feel myself truly obliged to 
you for the leave that you give me to be less fire- 
quent in writing, and more brief than heretofore. 
I have a long work upon my hands ; and, standing 
engaged to the public (for by this time I suppose 
my subscription papers to be gone abroad, not only 
for the performance of it, but for the performance of 
it in a reasonable time,) it seems necessary to me 
not to intermit it often. My correspondence ha« 
also lately been renewed with several of my relations, 
and unavoidably engrosses now and then one of the 
few opportunities that 1 can find for writing. I never- 
theless intend, in the exchange of letters with you, to 
be as regular as I can be, and to use, like a friend, 
the friendly allowance that you have made me. 

My reason for giving notice of an Odyssey as well 
as an Iliad, was this : — I feared that the public, being 
left to doubt whether I should ever translate the for- 
mer, would be unwilling to treat with me for the latter ; 
which they would be apt to consider as an odd volume^ 
and unworthy to stand upon their shelves alone. It 
is hardly probable however, that I should begin the 
Odyssey for some months to come, being now closely 
engaged in the revisal of my translation of the Iliad, 
which I compare as I go most minutely with the ori- 
ginaL One of the great defects of Pope's transla- 

• Private Coiiea^xideace. 
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tion is that it is licentious. To publish therefore a 
translation now, that should be at all chargeable 
with the same fault, that were not indeed as close 
and as faithful as possible, would be only actum agere^ 
and had therefore better be left undone. Whatever 
be said of mine when it shall appear, it shall never be 
said that it is not faithful. 

I thank you heartily, both for your wishes and 
prayers that, should a disappointment occur, I may 
not be too much hurt by it. Strange as it may seem 
to say it, and unwilling as I should be to say it to 
any person less candid than yourself, I will neverthe- 
less say that I have not entered on this work, uncon- 
nected as it must needs appear with the interests of 
the cause of God, without the direction of his pro- 
vidence, nor altogether unassisted by him in the 
performance of it. Time will show to what it ulti- 
mately tends. I am inclined to believe that it has 
a tendency to which I myself am at present perfectly 
a stranger. Be that as it may, he knows my frame, 
and will consider that I am but dust ; dust, into the 
bargain, that has been so trampled under foot and 
beaten, that a storm, less violent than an unsuccess- 
fi|L issue of such a business might occasion, would 
be sufficient to blow me quite away. But I will tell 
ybu honestly, I have no fears upon the subject. 
My predecessor has given me every advantage. 

As I know not to what end this my present occu- 
pation may finally lead, so neither did I know, when 
I wrote it, or at all suspect one valuable end at 
least that was to be answered by " The Task.** It 
has pleased God to prosper it ; and, being com^^^d 

VOL. III. UL 
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in blank verse, it is likely to prove as seasonable «» 
introduction to a blank verse Homer by the same 
hand as any that could have been devised; yet, wlm 
1 wrote the last line of " The Task," I as little sua* 
pected that I should ever engage in a version of the 
old Asiatic tale as you do now. 

I should choose for your general motto : — 

Carmina turn melius, cum venerit ipse, canemus. 

For Vol. I. 

Unum pro multis dabitur caput. 

For Vol. II. 

Aspice, renturo Istentur ut omnia saeclo. 

It seems to me that you cannot have better tha& 
these. 

Yours, my dear friend, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 



Ohiey, Feb. 19, 1786. 

My dearest Cousin — Since so' it must be, so it 
shall be. If you will rot sleep under the roof of a 
friend, may you never sleep under the roof of an 
enemy ! An enemy, however, you will not presently 
find. Mrs. Unwin bids me mention her affection- 
ately, and tell you that she willingly gives up a part, 
for the sake of the rest — ^willingly, at least as &r as 
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willingly may consist with some reluctance : I feel 
my reluctance too. Our design was that you should 
bare slept in the room that serves me for a study, 
aad its having been occupied by you would have 
been an additional recommendation of it to me. But 
all reluctances are superseded by the thought of 
seeing you ; and because we have nothing so much 
at heart as the wish to see you happy and comfort- 
able, we are desirous therefore to accommodate you 
to your own mind, and not to ours. Mrs. Unwin has 
already secured for you an apartment, or rather two, 
lUst such as we could wish. The house in which 
f^ou will find them is within thirty yards of our own, 
Uid opposite to it. The whole affair is thus com- 
tiodiously adjusted; and now I have nothing to do 
>ut to wish for June; and June, ^ my Cousin, was 
tever so wished for since Jime was made. I shall 
lave a thousand things to hear, and a thousand to 
ay, and they will all rush into my mind together, 
ill it will be so crowded with things impatient to be 
aid, that for some time I shall say nothing. But no 
latter — sooner or later they will all come out ; and 
ince we shall have you the longer for not having 
ou under our own roof, (a circumstance that more 
ban any thing reconciles us to that measure,) they 
rill stand the better chance. After so long a sepa- 
ation, a separation that of late seemed likely to last 
Mr life, we shall meet each other as alive from the 
lead ; and for my own part I can truly say, that I 
lave not a friend in the other world whose resurrec- 
ion would give me greater pleasure. 
I am truly happy, my dear, in having pleased >|ow 

K-2 
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with what you have seen of my Homer. I wisb 
that all English readers had your unsophisticated! 
or rather unadulterated taste, and could reUsh urn- 
plicity like you. But I am well aware that in thk 
respect I am under a disadvantage, and that msnji 
especially many ladies, missing many turns andpre^ 
tinesses of expression, that they have admired m 
Pope, will account my translation in those perticih 
lars defective. But I comfort myself with the 
thought, that in reality it is no defect, on the con* 
trary, that the want of all such embellishments as 
do not belong to the original will be one of its prin- 
cipal merits with persons indeed capable of relidbing 
Homer. He is the best poet that ever lived for 
many reasons, but for none more than for that nut» 
jestic plainness that distinguishes him from all 
others. As an accomplished person moves gracefully 
without thinking of it, in like manner the dignity rf 
Homer seems to cost him no laboiu*. It was natural 
to him to say great things, and to say them well, 
and little ornaments were beneath his notice. If 
Maty, nty dearest Cousin, should return to you my 
copy, with any such strictures as may make it neoes* 
sary for me to see it again, before it goes to John- 
son, in that case you shall send it to me, otherwise 
to Johnson immediately ; for he writes me word he 
wishes his friend to go to work upon it as soon as 
possible. When you come, my dear, we will hang 
'all these critics together ; for they have worried me 
without remorse or conscience. At least one of 
them has. I had actually murdered more than a 
few of the best lines in the specimen, in compliance 
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with his requisitions, but plucked up my courage at 
last, and, in the very last opportunity that I had, 
recovered them to life again by restoring the origi- 
nal reading. At the same time I readily confess 
that the specimen is the better for all this discipline 
its author has undergone, but then it has been more 
indebted for its improvement to that pointed accu- 
racy of examination to which I was myself excited, 
thui to any proposed amendments from Mr. Critic ; 
for, as sure as you are my Cousin, whom I long to 
see at Olney, so surely would he have done me irre- 
parable mischief, if I would have given him leave. 

My friend Bagot writes to me in a most friendly 
strain, and calls loudly upon me for original poetry. 
When I shall have done with Homer, probably he 
will not call in vain. Having found the prime fea- 
ther of a swan on the banks of the smug and silver 
'Trenty he keeps it for me. 

Adieu, dear Cousin, 

W. C. 

I am sorry that the General has such indifferent 
health. He must not die. I can by no means spare 
a person so kind to me. 

TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Olney, Feb. 27, 1786. 

Alas I alas I my dear, dear friend, may God him- 
self comfort you I I will not be so absurd as to 
attempt it.* By the close of your letter, it should 

* Mr. Bagot had recently sustained the loas oi\x\%ml«. 
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seem that in this hour of great trial he withholds not 
his consolations from jou. I know, by experience, 
that they are neither few nor small ; and though I 
feel for you as I never felt for man before, yet do I 
sincerely rejoice in this, that, whereas there is but 
one true comforter in the universe, under afflictions 
such as yours, you both know Him and know where 
to seek Him. I thought you a man the most hap- 
pily mated that I had ever seen, and had great plea- 
sure in your felicity. Pardon me, if now I feel a 
wish that, short as my acquaintance with her was, 
I had never seen her. I should have mourned with 
you, but not as I do now. Mrs. Unwin sympathizes 
with you also most sincerely, and you neither are 
nor will be soon forgotten in such prayers as we can 
make at Olney. I will not detain you longer now, 
my poor afflicted friend, than to commit you to the 
tender mercy of God, and to bid you a sorrowful 
adieu I 

Adieu I Ever yours, 

W C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 



Olney, March 6, 1786. 

My dearest Cousin — Your opinion has more wei^t 
with me than that of all the critics in the world ; and, to 
give you a proof of it, I make you a concession that 
I would hardly have made to them all united. I do 
not indeed absolutely covenant, promise, and agree, 
that I will discard aU my elisions, but I hereby faiiid 
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myself to dismiss as many of them as, without 
sacrificing energy to sound, I can. It is incumbent 
upon me in the mean time to say something in justi- 
fication of the few that I shall retain, that I may not 
seem a poet mounted rather on a mule than on Pe- 
gasus. In the first place, The is a barbarism. We 
are indebted for it to the Celts, or the Goths, or to 
the Saxons, or perhaps to them all. In the two best 
languages that ever were spoken, the Greek and the 
Latin, there is no similar incumbrance of expression 
to be found. Secondly, the perpetual use of it in 
our language is, to us miserable poets, attended with 
two great inconveniences. Our verse consisting 
only of ten syllables, it not unfrequently happens 
that the fifth part of a line is to be engrossed, and 
necessarily too, unless elision prevents it, by this 
abominable intruder, and which is worse in my 
account, open vowels are continually the conse- 
quence — The element — The air, &c. Thirdly, the 
French, who are equally with the English chargeable 
with barbarism in this particular, dispose of their Le 
and their La without ceremony, and always take 
care that they shall be absorbed, both in verse and 
in prose, in the vowel that immediately follows them. 
Fourthly, and I believe lastly, (and for your sake I 
wish it may prove so,) the practice of cutting short 
The is warranted by Milton, who of all English 
poets that ever lived, had certainly the finest ear. 
Dr. Warton indeed has dared to say that he had a 
bad one, for which he deserves, as far as critical 
demerit can deserve it, to lose his own. I thought 
I had done, but there is still a fifthly behind ; and 
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it is this, that the custom of abbreviating 7%e, be- 
longs to the style in which, in my advertisement 
annexed to the specimen, I profess to write. Tlief 
use of that style would have warranted me in die 
practice of much greater liberty of this sort than I 
ever intended to take. In perfect consistence with 
that style, I might say, I* th' tempest, 1* th* door- 
way, &c. which, however, I would not^ allow mjs^ 
to do, because I was aware that it would be objected 
to, and with reason. But it seems to me, for the 
causes above said, that when I shorten TTte, before 
a vowel, or before wh, as in the line you mention, 



<( 



Than th' whole broad Hellespont in all its parts/* 



my licence is not equally exceptionable, because W, 
though he rank as a consonant, in the word whole, is 
not allowed to announce himself to the ear ; and H 
is an aspirate. But as I said in the beginning, so 
say I still, I am most willing to conform myself to 
your very sensible observation, that it is necessary^ 
if we would please, to consult the taste of our own 
day ; neither would I have pelted you, my dearest 
Cousin, with any part of this volley of good reasons, 
had I not designed them as an answer to those objeC' 
tions, which you say you have heard from others. But 
I only mention them. Though satisfactory to my- 
self, I wave them, and will allow to 77ie his whole 
dimensions, whensoever it can be done. 

Thou only critic of my verse that is to be found 
in all the earth, whom I love, what shall I say in an*" 
swer to your own objection to that passage ? 
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** SofUj he placed his hand 
On th' old man's hand, and pushed it gently away." 

I can say neither more nor less than this, that when 
our dear friend, the General, sent me his opinion on 
tfie specimen, quoting those very words from it, he 
added — ." With this part 1 was particularly pleased : 
there is nothing in poetry more descriptive." Such 
were his very words. Taste, my dear, is various ; 
there is nothing so various ; and even between per- 
sons of the best taste there are diversities of opinion 
on the same subject, for which it is not possible to 
account. So much for these matters. 

You advise me to consult the General and to con- 
fide in him. 1 follow your advice, and have done 
both. By the last post I asked his permission to 
send him the books of my Homer, as fast as I should 
finish them off. I shall be glad of his remarks, and 
more glad, than of anything, to do that which I hope 
may be agreeable to him. They will of course pass 
into your hands before they are sent to Johnson. 
The quire that I sent is now in the hands of Johnson's 
firiend. I intended to have told you in my last, but 
forgot it, that Johnson behaves very handsomely in 
the a£^r of my two volumes. He acts with a libe- 
rality not often foimd in persons of his occupation, 
add to mention it when occasion calls me to it is a 
justice due to him. 

I am very much pleased with Mr. Stanley's letter 
— several compliments were paid me on the subject 
of that first volumg by my own friends, but I do not 
recollect that I ever knew the opinion of a stranger 
about it before, whether favourable or otVierN\&^\ \ 
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only heard by a side wind that it was very much read 
in Scotland, and more than here. 

Farewell, my dearest Cousin, whom we expect, rf 
whom we talk continually, and whom we continually 
long for. 

'^ W. C. 

P. S. Your anxious wishes for my success delist 
me, and you may rest assured, my dear, that I have 
all the ambition on the subject that you can wish me 
to feel. I more than admire my author^ I often 
stand astonished at his beauties : I am for ever 
amused with the translation of him, and I have re- 
ceived a thousand encouragements. These are all 
so many happy omens that I hope shall be verified 
by the event. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, March 13, 1786. 

My dear Friend — I seem to be about to write to 
you, but I foresee that it will not be a letter, but a 
scrap that I shall send you. I could tell you tintigS) 
that, knowing how much you interest yourself in my 
success, I am sure would please you, but. evety 
moment of my leisure is necessarily spent at Troy* 
I am revising my translation, and bestowing on it 
more labour than at first. At the repeated solid* 
tation of General Cowper, who had doubtless irr^ 
fragable reason on his side, I have put my book imto 
the hands of the most extraordinary critic that I 
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bave ever heard of. He is a Swiss ; has an accurate 
knowledge of English, and, for his knowledge of 
Homer, has I verily believe no fellow. Johnson 
recommended him to me. I am to send him the 
quires as fast as I finish them off, and the first is 
now in his hands. I have the comfort to be able to 
tell you that he is very much pleased with what he 
has seen : Johnson wrote to me lately on purpose to 
tell me so. Things having taken this turn, I fear 
that I must beg a release from my engagement to 
put the MS. into your bands. I am bound to print 
as soon as three hundred shall have subscribed, and 
consequently have not an hour to spare. 

People generally love to go where they are ad- 
mired, yet Lady Hesketh complains of not having 

seen you. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, April 1, 1786. 

-My dear Friend — I have made you wait long for 
l|ii answer, and am now obliged to write in a hurry. 
But, lest my longer silence should alarm you, hur- 
ried as I am, still I write. I told you, if I mistake 
not, that the circle of my correspondence has lately 
been enlarged, and it seems still increasing ; which, 
together with my poetical business, makes an hov/r a 
momentous affair. Pardon an unintentional pun. You 

• Private Correspondence. 
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need not fear for my health : it suffers nothing by 
m J employment. 

We who in general see no company are at present 
in eiqpectation o£ a great deal, at least, if three dif- 
ferent visits maybe called so. Mr. and Mrs. Powlej, 
in the first [dace, are preparing for a journey south- 
ward. She is &r from well, but thinks herself well 
enough to travel, and feels an affectionate impatience 
for another sight of Olney. 

In the next place, we expect, as soon as the sea- 
son shall turn up bright and warm. General Cowper 
and his son. I have not seen him these twenty years 
and upwards, but our intercourse, having been lately 
revived, is likely to become closer, warmer, and 
more intimate than ever. 

Lady Hesketh also comes down in June, and if 
she can be acconunodated with any thing in the 
shape of a dwelling at Olney, talks of making it al- 
ways, in part, her smnmer residence. It has pleased 
Grod that I should, like Joseph, be put into a well) 
and, because there are no Midianites in the way to 
deliver me, therefore my friends are coming down 
into the well to see me. 

I wish you, we both wish you, all happiness in 
your new habitation : at least you will be sure to 
find the situation more conunodious. I thank you 
for all your hints concerning my work, which shall 
be duly attended to. You may assure all whom it 
may concern, that all offensive elisions will be 
done away. With Mrs. Unwin*s love to yourself 
and Mrs. Newton, I remain, my dear friend, affec- 
tionately yours, W. C. 
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The friends of Cowper were not without alarm at 
lis engaging in so lengthened and perilous an under- 
aking as a new version of the Iliad, when the popu- 
ar translation of Pope seemed to render such an 
tttempt superfluous. To one of his correspondents, 
fho urged this objection, he makes the following 
•eply. 

TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 

Olney, April 5, 1786. 

I did, as you suppose, bestow all possible con- 
sideration on the subject of an apology for my 
Homerican undertaking. I turned the matter about 
in my mind a hundred different ways, and, in every 
way in which it would present itself, found it an 
impracticable business. It is impossible for me, 
with what delicacy soever I may m^age it, to state 
the objections that lie against Pope's translation, 
without incurring odium and the imputation of 
axT<^ance ; foreseeing this danger, I choose to say 
nothing. 

W. C. 

P. S. You may well wonder at my courage, who 
have undertaken a work of such enormous length. 
You would wonder more if you knew that I trans- 
lated the whole Iliad with no other help than a 
Clavis. But I have since equipped myself better 
for this immense journey, and am revising the work 
in company with a good commentator. 

The motives which induced Cowper lo ei\^«k%'&'vci 
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a new version of the Iliad originated in the convic- 
tion, that, however Pope's translation might be enh 
bellished with harmonious numbers, and all ^ 
charm and grace of poetic diction, it failed in beii^ 
a correct and faithful representation of that immcnr* 
tal production. Its character is supposed to be 
justly designated by its title of " Pope's Homer." 
It is not the Homer of the heroic ages ; it does not 
express his majesty — ^his unadorned, yet sublime 
simplicity. It is Homer in modern costume, decked 
in a court dress, and in the trappings of refined taste 
and fashion. His sententious brevity, which pos- 
sesses the art of conveying much compressed in a 
short space, is also expanded and dilated, till it 
resembles a paraphrase, and an imitation, rather 
than a just and accurate version of its expressive^ 
and speaking original. We believe this to be the 
general estimate of the merits of Pope's translation. 
Profound scholars, and one especially, whose discri- 
minating taste and judgment conferred authority on 
his decision. Dr. Cyril Jackson, (formerly the well- 
known Dean of Christ Church, Oxford,) concur in 
this opinion. But notwithstanding this redundance 
of artificial ornament, and the " laboured elegance 
of polished version," the translation of Pope will 
perhaps always retain its pre-eminence, and be con- 
sidered what Johnson calls it, " the noblest version 
of poetry which the world has ever ?een," and " its 
publication one of the greatest events in the annals 
of learning."* 

* See Johnson's Life of Pope. The original manuscript 
copy of Pope's tranalation ia aa\d to b« in the British Maseum. 
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Of the merits of Cowper's translation, we shall 
have occasion hereafter to speak. But it is due to 
the cause of sound criticism, and to the merited 
daims of his laborious undertaking, to declare that 
he who would wish to know and understand Homer 
must seek for him in the expressive and unadorned 
version of Cowper. 

In the course of the following letters we shall dis- 
cover many interesting particulars of the progress of 
this undertaking. 

Cowper was now looking forward with great 
anxiety, to the promised visit of Lady Hesketh. 
The following letter adverts to the preparations 
making at the vicarage at Olney for her reception; 
and to her delicate mode of administering to his 
personal comforts and enjoyments. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

Olney, April 17, 1786. 

My dearest Cousin — If you will not quote Solo- 
mon, my dearest Cousin, I will. He says, and as 
beautifully as truly — " Hope deferred maketh the 
heart sick, but when the desire cometh, it is a tree 
of life I" I feel how much reason he had on his side 
when he made this observation, and am myself sick 

of your fortnight's delay. 

» » ♦ * 

The vicarage was built by Lord Dartmouth, and 
was not finished till some time after we arrived at 
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Olney, consequentiy it is new. It is a smart stone 
building, well sashed, by much too good for tie 
living, but just what I would wish for you. It haSj 
as you justly concluded from my premises, a gar- 
den, but rather calculated for use than ornament It 
is square, and well walled, but has neither arbour 
nor alcove, nor other shade, except the shadow of 
the house. But we have two gardens, which arc 
yours. Between your mansion and ours is inter- 
posed nothing but an orchard, into which a door, 
opening out of our garden, affords us the easiest 
communication imaginable, will save the round 
about by the town, and make both houses one. 
Your chamber-windows look over the river, and over 
the meadows, to a village called Emberton, and com- 
mand the whole length of a long bridge, described 
by a certain poet, together with a view of the 
road at a distance.* Should you wish for books at 
Olney, you must bring them with you, or you will 
wish in vain, for I have none but the works of a cer- 
tain poet, Cowper, of whom perhaps you have heard, 
and they are as yet but two volumes. They may 
multiply hereafter, but at present they are no more. 
You are the first person for whom I have heard 
Mrs. Unwin express such feelings as she does for 
you. She is not profuse in professions, nor forward 
to enter into treaties of friendship with new faces, 

• Hark ! tis the twanging horn o*er yonder bridge, 
Tbat with its wearisome but needful length 
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright. 

The Task, Book 4th. 
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t>ut when her friendship is once engaged, it may be 
oonfided in, even unto death. She loves you already, 
md how much more will she love you before this 
tone twelve-month I I have indeed endeavoured to 
describe you to her, but, perfectly as I have you by 
heart, I am sensible that my picture cannot do you 
justice. I never saw one that did. Be you what 
you may, you are much beloved, and will be so at 
Ofaiey, and Mrs. U. expects you with the pleasure 
Uiat one feels at the return of a long absent, dear 
relation ; that is to say, with a pleasure such as 
mine. She sends you her warmest afiecticms. 

On Friday, I received a letter from dear Anony- 
mous,* apprizing me of a parcel that the coach 
would bring me on Saturday. Who is there in the 
world that has, or thinks he has, reason to love me 
to the degree that he does ? But it is no matter. 
He chooses to be unknown, and his choice is, and 
ever shall be so sacred to me, that, if his name lay 
on the table before me reversed, I would not turn 
the paper about, that I might read it. Much as it 
would gratify me to thank him, I would turn my 
eyes away from the forbidden discovery. I long to 
assure him that those same eyes, concerning which he 
expresses such kind apprehensions, lest they should 
suffer by this laborious undertaking, are as well as I 
could expect them to be, if I were never to touch 
either book or pen. Subject to weakness and occa- 
sional slight inflammations it is probable that they 
will always be, but I cannot remember the time 

* Lady Hesketh adopted this delicate mode of extending 
pecnniaiy relief to the Poet. 

VOL. Jii, \^ 
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when they enjoyed any thing so like an exemption 
from those infirmities as at present. One would almost 
suppose that reading Homer were the best ophthal- 
mic in the world. I should be happy to remove his 
solicitude on the subject, but it is a pleasure that he 
will not let me enjoy. Well then, I will be content 
without it ; and so content, that though I believe yoa, 
my dear, to be in full possession of all this mystery, 
you shall never know me, while you live, either di- 
rectly, or by hints of any sort, attempt to extort or 
to steal the secret from you: I should think myself as 
justly punishable as the Bethshemites, for looking 
into the ark, which they were not allowed to touch. 

I have not sent for Kerr,* for Kerr can do nothing 
but send me to Bath, and to Bath I cannot go for a 
thousand reasons. The summer will set me up 
again ; I grow fat every day, and shall be as big as 
Gog or Magog, or both put together, before you 
come. 

I did actually live three years with Mr. Chapman, 
a solicitor, that is to say, I slept three years in his 
house, but I lived, that is to say, I spent my days m 
Southampton Row, as you very well remember.. There 
was I, and the future Lord Chancellor, constantly 
employed from morning to night in giggling and 
making giggle, instead of studying the law. Oh 
fie, Cousin I how could you do so ? I am pleased 
with 'Lord Thurlow's inquiries about me. If he 
takes it into that inimitable head of his, he may 
make a man of me yet. I could love him heartily, 
if he would deserve it at my hands. That I did so 

• Dr. Kerr, of Nprtbampton. 
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once is certain. The Duchess of , who in 

the world set her agoing? But if all the duchesses 
in the world were spinning, like so many whirligigs, 
for my benefit, I would not stop them. It is a 
noble thing to be a poet, it makes all the world 
so lively. I might have preached more sermons 
than even Tillotson did, and better, and the world 
would have been still fast asleep, but a volume of 
verse is a fiddle that puts the universe in motion. 
Yours, 

My dear friend, and Cousin, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

Olnej, April 24, 1786. 

Your letters are so much my comfort, that I often 
tremble lest by any accident I should be disap- 
pointed ; and the more, because you have been, more 
than once, so engaged in company on the writing 
day, that I have had a narrow escape. Let me give 
you a piece of good counsel, my Cousin : follow my 
.laudable example, write when you can, take time's 
forelock in one hand and a pen in the other, and so 
■ make siu*e of your opportunity. It is well for me 
that you write faster than any body, and more in an 
hour than other people in two, else I know not what 
would become of me. When I read your letters, I 
hear you talk, and I love talking letters dearly, es- 
pecially from you. Well I the middle of June will 
not be always a thousand years off, and when . it 
comes I shall hear you, and see you too, and shall 

L 2 
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not care a farthing then if you do not touch a pen 
in a month. By the way, you must either send m^ 
or bring me some more paper, for before the moon 
shall have performed a few more reyolutions, I shall 
not have a scrap left^ and tedious revolutions thej 
are just now, that is certain. 

I give you leave to be as peremptory as you 
please, especially at a distance ; but, when you saj 
that you are a Cowper, (and the better it is for the 
Cowpers that such you are, and I give them joy of 
you, with all my heart,) you must not forget, that I 
boast myself a Cowper too, and have my humours, 
and fancies, and purposes, and determinations, as well 
as others of my name, and hold them as fast as they 
can. You indeed tell me how oflen I shall see you 
when you come. A pretty story truly. I am an ht 
Cowper, my dear, and claim the privileges that be- 
long to my noble sex. But these matters shall be 
settled, as my Cousin Agamemnon used to say, at a 
more convenient time. 

I shall rejoice to see the letter you promise me, 
for, though I met with a morsel of praise last week, 
r do not know that the week current is likely to 
[uroduce me any, and having lately been pretty much 
pampered with that diet, I expect to find myself 
rather hungry by the time when your next letter 
shall arrive. It will therefore be very opportune. 
The morsel above klluded to came from — whom do 

you think ? From , but she desires that her 

authorship may be a secret. And in my answer I 
promised not to divulge it, except to you. It is a 
pretty copy of verses, neatly written and well turned, 
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and when you come you shall see them. I intend 
to keep all pretty things to myself till then, that 
they may serve me as a bait to lure you hither 
more effectually. The last letter that I had 

from I received so many years since, that it 

seems as if it had reached me a good while before I 
was bom. 

I was grieved at the heart that the General could 
not come, and that illness was in part the cause that 
hindered him. I have sent him, by his express de- 
sirey a new editicm of the first book, and half the 
second. He would not suffer me to send it to you, 
my dear, lest you should post it away to Maty at 
gnce. He did not give that reason, but being shrewd 
I found it. 

The grass begins to grow, and the leaves to bud, 
and every thing is preparing to be beautiful against 
you come. 

Adieu I 

W. C. 

P.S. You inquire of our walks, I perceive, as well 
as our rides. They are beautiful. You inquire 
also concerning a cellar. You have two cellars. 
Oh I what years have passed since we took the same 
walks, and drank out of the same bottle I but a few 
more weeks, and then I 
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TO LADY HESKETH. 

Olney, May 8, 1786. 

I did not at all doubt that your tenderness for iny 
feelings had inclined you to suppress in your letters 
to me the intelligence concerning Maty's critique, 
that yet reached me from another quarter. When 
I wrote to you, I had not learned it from the General, 
but from my friend Bull, who only knew it by hear- 
say. The next post brought me the news of it from 
the first-mentioned, and the critique itself inclosed. 
Together with it came also a squib discharged against 
me in the " Public Advertiser." The General's 
letter found me in one of my most melancholy 
moods, and my spirits did not rise on the receipt 
of it. The letter indeed that he had cut from the 
newspaper gave me little pain, both because it con- 
tained nothing formidable, though written with ma- 
levolence enough, and because a nameless author 
can have no more weight with his readers than the 
reason which he has on his side can give him. But 
M aty's animadversions hurt me more. In part they 
appeared to me unjust, and in part ill-natured, and 
yet, the man himself being an oracle in every body's 
account, I apprehended that he had done me much 
mischief. Why he says that the translation is far 
from exact is best known to himself. For I know 
it to be as exact as is compatible with poetry ; 
and prose translations of Homer are not wanted, 
the world has one already. But I will not fill my 
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letter to you with hjrpercriticisms, I will only add 
an extract from a letter of Colman's, that I re- 
ceived last Friday, and will then dismiss the subject 
It came accompanied by a copy of the specimen 
which he himself had amended, and with so much 
taste and candour that it charmed me. He says as 
follows : — 

" Otie copy I have returned, with some remarks 
prompted by my zeal for your success, not. Heaven 
knows, by arrogance or impertinence. I know no 
other way at once so plain, and so short of deliver- 
ing my thoughts on the specimen of your transla- 
tion, which on the whole, 1 admire exceedingly, 
thinking it breathes the spirit and conveys the 
manner of the original ; though having here neither 
Homer, nor Pope's Homer, 1 cannot speak precisely 
of particular lines or expressions, or compare your 
blank verse with his rhyme, except by declaring 
that I think blank verse infinitely more congenial 
to the magnificent simplicity of Homer*s hexame- 
ters, than the confined couplets and the jingle of 
rhyme." 

His amendments are chiefly bestowed on the lines 
encumbered with elisions, and I will just take this 
opportunity to tell you, my dear, because I know 
you to be as much interested in what I write as 
myself, that some of the most offensive of those 
elisions were occasioned by mere criticism. I was 
&irly hunted into them, by vexatious objections 

made without end, by and his friend, and 

altered, and altered, till at last I did not care how 
I altered. Many thanks for -'s verses, which 
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deserve just the character you give of them. Tbe^ 
are neat and easy — but I would mumble her wdi» 
if I could get at her, for allowing herself to a^ 
pose for a moment that I praised the chancelkr 
with a view to emolument,^ I wrote those stansal 
merely for my own amusement, and they slept ia 
a dark closet years afler I composed them; not 
in the least designed for publication. But when 
Johnson had printed off the longer pieces, of whidi 
the first volume principally consists, he wrote ira 
word that he wanted yet two thousand lines to 
swell it to a proper size. On that occasion it 
was that I collected every scrap of verse that I 
could find, and that among the rest. None of tht 
smaller poems had been introduced, or had been 
published at all with my name> but for this neces-' 
sity. 

Just as I wrote the last word, I was called down 
to Dr. Kerr, who came to pay me a voluntary visit* 
Were I sick, his cheerful and friendly manner would 
almost restore me. Air and exercise are his theaie ; 
them he recommends as the best physic for me» nad 
in all weathers. Come, therefore, my dear, and take 
a little of this good physic with me, for you will> 
find it beneficial as well as I ; come and assisl 
Mrs. Unwin in the re-establishment of your cousia^ 
health. Air and exercise, and she and you toge< 
ther, will make me a perfect Samson. You will 
have a good house over your head, comfortable 
apartments, obliging neighbours, good roads, a pka- 

* See the yerses on Lord Thurlow, vol. i. beginning, 
" Round Thurlow'a head in. early youjth," &c. &o. 
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•Bt country, and in us, your constant companions, 
wro who will love you, and do already love you 
iearly, and with all our hearts. If you are in any 
boger of trouble, it is from myself, if any fits of 
Section seize me ; and, as often as they do, you will 
w grieved for me ; but perhaps by your assistance 
\ AaH be able to resist them better. If there is a 
avature under heaven, from whose co-<^rations 
ffith Mrs. Unwin I can reasonably expect such a 
alessing, that creature is yourself. I was not with- 
out such attacks when I lived in London, though, 
II that time, they were less oppressive, but in your 
tompany I was never unhappy a whole day in aU 
my life. 

Of how much importance is an author to himself ! 
[ return to that abominable specimen again, just to 
notice Maty's impatient censure of the repeti- 
tion that you mention. I mean of the word ^tafid. 
bi the original there is not a repetition of it. But 
to repeat a word in that manner, and on such an 
Deeasion, is by no means (what he calls it) a modem 
inventicm. In Homer I could show him many such, 
iiid in Virgil they abound. Colman, who in his 
fuc^g;ment of classical matters is inferior to none, 
orfi^ ^* I know not why Maty objects to this expres" 
rianJ* I could easily change it. But, the case stand- 
ing thus, I know not whether my proud stomach 
will condescend so low. I rather feel myself dis* 
inclined to it. 

One evenuig last week, Mrs. Unwin and I took 
our walk to Weston, and, as we were returning 
through the grove opposite the house, the Throck 
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mortons presented themselves at the door. They, 
are owners of a house at Weston, at present emptj;. 
It is a very good one, infinitely superior to ours*. 
When we drank chocolate with them, they both 
expressed their ardent desire that we would take iti 
wishing to have us for nearer neighbours. If you,, 
ray Cousin, were not so well provided for as you 
are, and at our very elbow, I verily believe I shouki 
have mustered all my rhetoric to reconunend it tO; 
you. You might have it for ever without danger of; 
ejectment, whereas your possession of the vicarage 
depends on the life of the vicar, who is eighty-six.* 
The environs are most beautiful, and the village; 
itself one of the prettiest I ever saw. Add to this^ 
you would step immediately into Mr. Throckmorton's 
pleasure-ground, where you would not soil your 
slipper even in winter. A most unfortunate mis- 
take was made by that gentleman's bailiff in his 
absence. Just before he left Weston last year for 
the winter, he gave him orders to cut short the tops 
of the flowering shrubs, that lined a serpentine walk 
in a delightful grove, celebrated by my poetship in 
a little piece, that (you remember) was called " The 
Shrubbery." + The dunce, misapprehending the 
order, cut down and fagoted up the whole grove, 
leaving neither tree, bush, nor twig ; nothing but 
stumps about as high as my ankle. Mrs. T. told us 
that she never saw her husband so angry in his life. 
I judge indeed by his physiognomy, which has great 
sweetness in it, that he is very little addicted to 

* The Rev. Moses Brown. 

\ <* Ob, bappy filiades," &c. &c., vol; i. 
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iflt infernal passion. But, had he cudgelled the 
an for his cruel blunder and the havoc made in 
msequence of it, I could have excused him. 

I felt myself really concerned for the chancellor's 
ness, and, from what I learned of it, both from the 
ipers and from General Cowper, concluded that he 
ust die. I am accordingly delighted in the same 
"oportion with the news of his recovery. May he 
ire, and live to be still the support of government I 
* it shall be his good pleasure to render me per- 
«ally any material service, I have no objection to 
. But Heaven knows that it is impossible for any 
?ing wight to bestow less thought on that subject 
lan myself. 

May God be ever with you, my beloved Cousin I 

W. C. 



The mingled feelings with which we meet a long 
36ent friend, and the alternate seilsations of delight 
id nervous anxiety experienced as the long wished 
>r moment approaches, are expressed with singular 
ilicity in the following letter. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

Olney, May 15, 1786. 

My dearest Cousin — From this very morning I 
•gin to date the last month of our long separation, 
id confidently and most comfortably hope, that 
^ore the 15 th of June shall present itself, we shall 
ive seen each other. Is it not so ? And ytvU vt 
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not be one of the most extraordinary eras of wj '^ 
extraordinary life? A year ago, we neither cor- 
responded nor expected to meet in this world. Biit 
this world is a scene of marvellous events, vamjd 
them more marvellous than fiction itself would daiie 
to hazard ;* and (blessed be God I) they are not aD 
of the distressing kind. Now and then, in the course 
of an existence whose hue is for the most part sabte} 
a day turns up that makes amends for many sighs 
and many subjects of complaint. Such a day shall 
I account the day of your arrival at Olney. 

Wherefore is it, (canst thou tell me ?) that) toge- 
ther with all those delightful sensations to which 
the sight of a long absent dear friend gives birthi 
there is a mixture of something painful, flutteringS) 
and tumults, and I know not what accompaniments 
of our pleasure, that are in fact perfectly foreign 
from the occasion ? Such I feel, when I think of 
our meeting, and such, I suppose, feel you ; and the 
nearer the crisis approaches, the more I am sensible 
of them. I know, beforehand, that they will in- 
crease with every turn of the wheels that shaD 
convey me to Newport, when I shall set out to 
meet you, and that, when we shall actually meet, the 
pleasure, and this unaccountable pain together, wiD 
be as much as I shall be able to support. I am 
utterly at a loss for the cause, and can only resolve 
it into that appointment, by which it has been foe- 
ordained that all human delights shall be qualified 
and mingled with their contraries. For there is 
nothing formidable in you. To me at least there is 
* ** Trutb is atran^e, %tc«xi^«T than fiction." 
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othing such, no, not even in your menaces, unless 
:ben you threaten me to write no more. Nay, I 
erily believe, did I not know you to be what you 
re^ and had less affection for you than I have, I 
hould have fewer of these emotions, of which I 
fould have none, if I could help it. But a fig for 
hem all I Let us resolve to combat with and to 
ionquer them. They are dreams. They are il- 
utions of the judgment. Some enemy, that hates 
be happiness of human kind, and is ever indus- 
rious to dash it, works them in us ; and their being 
BO perfectly unreasonable as they are is a proof of 
t> Nothing that is such can be the work of a 
good agent. This I know too by experience, that, 
like all other illusions, they exist only by force of 
iioagination, are indebted for their prevalence to the 
absence of their object, and in a few moments after 
its iqppearance cease. So then this is a settled 
point, and the case stands thus. You will tremble 
as you draw near to Newport, and so shall I. But 
we will both recollect that there is no reason why 
we should ; and this recollection will at least have 
some little effect in our favour. We will likewise 
both take the comfort of what we know to be true, 
that the tumult will soon cease, and the pleasure 
long survive the pain, even as long, I trust, as we 
ourselves shall survive it. 

What you said of Maty gives me all the conso- 
lation that you intended. We both think it. highly 
probable that you suggest the true cause of his dis- 
pleasure, when you suppose him mortified at not 
having had a part of the translation laid before him> 
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ere the specimen was published. The General was 
very much hurt, and calls his censures harsh asd 
unreasonable. He likewise sent me a consolatoij 
letter on the occasion, in which he took the kindeilt 
pains to heal the wound that (he supposed) I migbt 
have suffered. I am not naturally insensible, aod 
the sensibilities that I had by nature have been 
wonderfully enhanced by a long series of shocb 
given to a frame of nerves that was never veiy 
athletic. I feel accordingly, whether painfiil or 
pleasant, in the extreme, am easily elevated, and 
easily cast down. The frown of a critic freezes my 
poetical powers, and discourages me to a degree 
that makes me ashamed of my own weakness. Yet 
I presently recover my confidence again. The half 
of what you so kindly say in your last would at any 
time restore my spirits, and, being said by you, is 
infallible. I am not ashamed to confess that, havii^ 
commenced an author, I am most abundantly de- 
sirous to succeed as such. / have (what perhqn 
you little suspect me of J in my nature an infinUe 
share of ambition. But with it I have, at the same 
time, as you well know, an equal share of diffidence. 
To thi^ combination of opposite qualities it has been 
owing that, till lately, I stole through life without 
undertaking any thing, yet always wishing to distill 
guish myself. At last I ventured, ventured too in 
the only path that, at so late a period, was yet open 
to me ; and am determined, if God have not deter- 
mined otherwise, to work my way, through the 
obscurity that has been so long my portion, into 
notice. Every thing therefore that seems to threaten 
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diis my favourite purpose with disappointment af- 
fects me nearly. I suppose that all ambitious minds 
are in the same predicament. He who seeks dis 
Auction must be sensible of disapprobation, exactly 
in the same proportion as he desires applause. And 
now, my precious Cousin, I have unfolded my heart 
to you in this particular, without a speck of dissi- 
mulation. Some people, and good people too, would 
blame me. But you will not ; and they (I think) 
would blame without just cause. We certainly do 
not honour God, when we bury, or when we neglect 
to improve, as far as we may, whatever talent he 
may have bestowed on us, whether it be little or 
much. In natural things, as well as in spiritual, it 
is a never-failing truth, that to him who hath (that 
id, to him who occupies what he hath diligently and 
so as to increase it) more shall be given. Set me 
down therefore, my dear, for an industrious rhymer, 
80 long as I shall have the ability. For in this only 
way is it possible for me, so far as I can see, either 
to honour God, or to serve man, or even to serve 
myself. 

I rejoice to hear that Mr. Throckmorton wishes 
to be on a more intimate footing. I am shy, and 
suspect that he is not very much otherwise, and the 
consequence has been, that we have mutually wished 
an acquaintance without being able to accomplish it. 
Blessings on you for the hint that you dropped on 
the subject of the house at Weston I For the bur- 
then oi my song is — " Since we have met once again, 
let us never be separated, as we have been, more." 

W. C. 
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TO THE KEV. WALTER BAGOT. 

I 
t 

Oluey, May 20, 1786^ 

My dear Friend — ^About three weeks since I net 
your sister Chester* at Mr. Throcktnort<ni*s, woi 
from her learned that you are at Blithfield,f and ilt 
health. Upon the encouragement of this infofisV' 
tion it is that I write now ; I should not otherwii^ 
have known with certainty where to find you, «* 
have been equally free from the fear of unseasen* 
able intrusion. May God be with you, my fii^idf 
and give you a just measure of submission to Ub 
will, the most effectual of all remedies for the eyfls 
of this changing scene. I doubt not diat he to 
granted you this blessing already, and may he stiD 
continue it I 

Now I will talk a little about myself : for excqil 
myself, living in this Terrarum angtdo, what can I 
have to talk about ? In a scene of perfect tran^ 
quillity and the profoundest silence, I am kickii^ 
up the dust of heroic narrative and besieging Tttff 
again. I told you that I had almost finished die 
translation of the Iliad, and I verily thought 80i 
But I was never more mistaken. By the time when 
I had reached the end of the poem, the first boele 
of my version was a twelvemonth old. When I 

* Charles Bagot, the brother of Walter, took the name of 
Chester on the death of Sir Charles Bagot Chester, and lived 
at Chicheley, not far from Weston, the seat of Mr. Thiock^ 
morton. 

t He was rector of Blithfield, Staffordshire. 
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Came to consider it afler having laid it by so long, 
it did not satisfy me. I set myself to mend it, and 
t did so : but still it appeared to me improveable, 
and that nothing would so effectually secure that 
point as to give the whole book a new translation. 
With the exception of very few lines I have so 
taie> and was never in my life so convinced of the 
MMindness of Horace's advice, to publish nothing in 
UlBte ; so much advantage have I derived from doing 
iiat twice which I thought I had accomplished no- 
4ibiy at once. He indeed recommends nine years* 
mprisonment of your verses before you send them 
ibroad ; but the ninth part of that time is, I be- 
ieve, as much as there is need of to open a man's 
^yes upon his own defects, and to secure him from 
the danger of premature self-approbation. Neither 
)ught it to be forgotten, that nine years make so 
vide an interval between the cup and the lip, that 
I thousand things may fall out between. New en- 
a;agements may occur, which may make the finish- 
ii^ of that which a poet has begun impossible. In 
QiDe years he may rise into a situation, or he may 
liak into one, utterly incompatible with his purpose. 
His constitution may break in nine years, and sick- 
may disqualify him for improving what he 
terprised in the days of health. His inclination 
nay change, and he may find some other employ- 
ment more agreeable, or another poet may enter 
upon the same work, and get the start of him. 
Therefore, my friend Horace, though I acknowledge 
70ur principle to be good, I must confess that I 
think the practice you would ground upon it car- 

VOL. J II- M 
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ried to an extreme. The rigour that I exercised 
upon the first book I intend to exercise upon all that 
follow, and have now actually advanced into die 
middle of the seventh, no where admitting more 
than one line in fifty of the first translation. You 
must not imagine that I had been careless and hasty 
in the first instance. In truth I had not ; but, in 
rendering so excellent a poet as Homer into our 
language, there are so many points to be attended 
to, both in respect of language and numbers, that a 
first attempt must be fortunate indeed if it does not 
call loud for a second. You saw the specimen, and 
you saw (I am sure) one great fault in it ; I mean 
the harshness of some of the elisions. I do not 
altogether take the blame of these to myself; for 
into some of them I was actually driven and hunted 
by a series of reiterated objections made by a critical 
friend, whose scruples and delicacies teazed me oot 
of all my patience. But no such monsters will be 
found in the volume. 

Your brother Chester has furnished me with 
Barnes's Homer, from whose notes I collect here 
and there some useful information, and whose fair 
and legible type preserves from the danger of being 
as blind as was my author. I saw a sister of yours 
at Mr. Throckmorton's, but I am not good at making 
myself heard across a large room, and therefore 
nothing passed between us. I felt however that she 
was my friend's sister, and much esteemed her for 
your sake. 

Ever yours, 

W. C. 
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- P. S.^ — The swan is called argutiis (I suppose) a 
m&n arguendoy and canorus a mm canendo. But 
whether he be dumb or vocal, more poetical than the 
eagle or less, it is no matter. A feather of either, 
in token of your approbation and esteem, will never, 
you may rest assured, be an offence to me. 



Cowper seems to have reserved for the tried 
friendship of Newton the disclosure of those secret 
sorrows which he so seldom intruded on others. The 
communications which he makes on these occasions 
are painfully affecting. The mind labours, and the 
language responds to the intensity of the inward 
emotion. Sorrow is often sublime and eloquent, be- 
cause the source of eloquence is not so much to be 
found in the powers of the intellect as in the acute 
feelings of an ardent and sensitive heart It is the 
heart that unlocks the intellect. 

These remarks will prepare the reader for the fol- 
lowing letter. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTOM.* 

Olney, May 20, 1786. 

My dear Friend — Within this hour arrived three 
sets of your new publication,t for which we sin- 
cerely thank you. We have breakfasted since they 
came, and consequently, as you may suppose, have 

• Private Correspondence. 
t Messiah. 
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neither of us had yet an opportunity to make our- 
selves acquainted with the contents. I shall be 
happy (and when I say that, I mean to be understoofi 
in the fullest and most emphatical sense of the word) 
if my frame of mind shall be such as may permit md 
to study them. But Adam's approach to the tree 
of life, after he had sinned, was not more effectual^ 
prohibited by the flaming sword that turned every 
way, than mine to its great Antit)^ has been now 
almost these thirteen years, a short interval of three 
or four days, which passed about this time twelve-t 
month, alone excepted. For what reason it is that 
I am thus long excluded, if I am ever again to be acU 
mitted, is known to God only. I can say but thise 
that if he is still my Father, this paternal seventy 
has toward me been such as that I have reason $» 
account it unexampled. For .though others have 
suffered desertion, yet few, I believe, for so long a 
time, and perhaps none a desertion accompanied with 
such experiences. But they have this belonging t» 
them, that, as they are not fit for recital, being made 
up merely of infernal ingredients, so neither ait 
they susceptible of it ; for I know no language in 
which they could be expressed. They are as truly 
things which it is not possible for man to utter 9tt 
those were which Paul heard and saw in the third, 
heaven. If the ladder of Christian experience 
reaches, as I suppose it does, to the very presence 
of God, it has nevertheless its foot in the abyss« 
And if Paul stood, as no doubt he did, in that expe* 
rience of his to which I have just alluded, on the 
topmost round of it, I have been standing, and still. 
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Stand, on the lowest, in this thirteenth year that has 
pissed since I descended. In such a situation of 
mind, encompassed by the midnight of absolute de- 
spair, and a thousand times filled with imspeakable 
horror, I first commenced an author. Distress drove 
me to it, and the impossibility of subsisting without 
Home emplojrment still recommends it. I am not, 
indeed, so perfectly hopeless as I was; but I am 
equally in need of an occupation, being oflen as 
much, and sometimes even more, worried than ever. 
I cannot amuse myself as I once could, with carpen- 
ters' or with gardeners' tools, or with squirrels and 
guinea-pigs. At that time I was a child. But since 
it has pleased God, whatever else he withholds, to 
restore to me a man's mind, I have put away child- 
kAk things. Thus far, therefore, it is plain that I 
have not chosen or prescribed to myself my own 
way, but have been providentially led to it ; perhaps 
r might say with equal propriety, compelled and 
scourged into it : for certainly, could I have made 
my choice, or were I permitted to make it even now, 
those hours which I spend in poetry I would spend 
with God. But it is evidently his will that I should 
spend them as I do, because every other way of 
employing them he himself continues to make im- 
possible. If, in the course of such an occupation, 
or by inevitable consequence of it, either my former 
connexions are revived or new ones occur, these 
things are as much a part of the dispensation as the 
leading points of it themselves ; the effect as much 
as the cause. If his purposes in thus directing me are 
gracious, he will take care to prove them such in the 
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issue, and in the mean time will preserve me (for he 
is able to do that in one condition of life as in ano- 
ther) from all mistakes in conduct that might prove 
pernicious to myself, or give reasonable offence to 
others. I can say it as truly as it was ever spoken 
— Here I am : let him do with me as seemeth him 
good. 

At present, however, I have no connexions at 
which either you, I trust, or any who love me and 
wish me well, have occasion to conceive alarm. 
Much kindness indeed I have experienced at the 
hands of several, some of them near relations, others 
not related to me at all ; but I do not know that there 
is among them a single person from whom I am 
likely to catch contamination. I can say of them all 
with more truth than Jacob uttered when he called 
kid venison, " The Lord thy God brought them unto 
me." I could show you among them two men whose 
lives, though they have but little of what we cftll 
evangelical light, are ornaments to a Christian coun- 
try ; men who fear God more than some who even 
profess to love him. But I will not particulariEe 
farther on such a subject. Be they what they may, 
our situations are so distant, and we are likely to 
meet so seldom, that, were they, as they are » not, 
persons of even exceptionable manners, their man- 
ners would have little to do with me. We cor- 
respond at present only on the subject of what passed 
at Troy three thousand years ago ; and they atre 
matters that, if they can do no good, will at least 
hurt nobody. 

Your friendship for me, and the proof that I see 
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of it in your friendly concern for my welfare on 
this occasion, demanded that I should be explicit 
Assure yourself that I love and honour you, as upon 
ail accounts, so especially for the interest that you 
take and have ever taken in my welfare, most sin- 
cerely. I wish you all happiness in your new abode, 
all possible success in your ministry, and much fruit 
of your newly-published labours, and am, with Mrs. 
Unwinds love to yourself and Mrs. Newton, 
Most affectionately yours. 

My dear friend, 

W. C. 

Of all the letters, addressed by Cowper to New- 
ton, that we have yet laid before the reader, we 
consider the last to be the fullest development of 
the afflicting and mysterious dispensation under 
which he laboured. These are indeed the deep 
waters, the sound of the terrible storm and tem- 
pest. We contemplate this state of mind with emo- 
tions of solemn awe, deep interest, and merited 
admiration, when we observe the spirit of patient 
resignation by which it is accompanied. " Here I 
am," exclaims Cowper, " let him do with me as 
seeraeth him good." To acquiesce in submissive 
silence, under circumstances the most opposed to 
natural feeling, to bear an oppressive load daily, 
continuously, and with little hope of intermission, 
^nd amidst this pressure and anguish of the soul 
to have produced writings characterised by sound 
judgment, exalted morality, and a train of lucid and 
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elevated thought, is a phenomenon that must eTer 
remain a mystery : but the poet's submission is the 
faith of a suffering mart3rr, and wiU finally meet wiA 
a martyr's triumphant crown. 

But, after all, who does not see, in the case of 
Cowper, the evident marks of an aberration of mind 
on one particular subject, founded on the delusioh 
of supposing himself excluded from the mercy of 
God, when his fear of offending him, the blameless 
tenor of his life, and his anxiety to render his works 
subservient to the amelioration of the age, prove the 
fallacy of the persuasion ? How can a tree be cor- 
rupt which produces good fruits ? How can a gra- 
cious Lord cast off those who delight in fearing and 
serving him ? The supposition is repugnant to every 
just and sound view of the equity of the Divine go* 
vernment : God cannot act inconsistently with his 
own character and attributes. The Bible is the 
record of what He is, of his declarations to man, of 
his moral government, and of his dealings with his 
people. And what does the Bible proclaim ? It tells 
us, " God is love ;" " he delighteth in mercy ;" he 
"does not willingly afflict the children of men;** 
" in all their affliction he was afflicted, and the angel' 
of his presence saved them." " Can a woman for- 
get her sucking child, that she should not have com- 
passion on the son of her womb ? Yea, they may 
forget, yet will 1 not forget thee.** " Fear not, thou 
worm Jacob, I will help thee, saith the Lord, and 
thy Redeemer, the Holy One of Israel.** * His 

* Isaiah Ixiii. 9. 



LIFE OF COWPER. 169 

iqoral government and the history of his dealings 
towards the most eminent saints is a powerful illus- 
tration of these truths. He may indeed infuse bitter 
ingredients in the cup of his children : all of them, 
\p. due time, taste the wormwood and the gall. It 
B a part of the covenant; the token of his love, and 
Cfisential to the trial of their faith and to their puri- 
fication. But that he ever administers what Cowper 
l^e painfully calls infernal ingredients is impossible. 
These elements of evil spring not from above but 
fipm below. They may occur, as in the case of Job, 
by a permissive Providence, but sooner or later a 
divine power interposes, and vindicates his own 
wifldom and equity. We know from various sources 
<rf information, that Cowper fully admitted the force 
of. this reasoning, and the justness of its application 
in every other possible instance, himself alone ex- 
cited. The answer to this assertion is that the 
equity of Gods moral dealings admits of no exception. 
Men may change ; they may act in opposition to 
their own principles, falsify their judgment, violate 
their most solemn engagements, and be influenced 
by the variation of time and circumstances. But 
this can never be true of the Divine nature. " I, 
the Lord, change not." " The same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever." " With him is no variable- 
ness, nor shadow of turning." " Have I ever been 
a wilderness unto Zion ? " 

We have indulged in this mode of reasoning, be- 
cause it has been our lot to meet with some exam- 
ples of this kind, and to have applied the argument 
with success. If the consolations of the Gos^eL 
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administered by an enlightened, tender, and judi- 
cious minister, formed a more prominent part in the 
treatment of cases of disordered intellect and de- 
pressed spirit, we feel persuaded that the instances 
of recovery would be far more numerous than they 
are found to be under existing circumstances— that 
suicides would be diminished, and the ills of life he 
borne with more submissive resignation. We con- 
sider the ambassador of Christ to be as essential as 
the medical practitioner. The afflicted father, re- 
corded in the Gospel,* as having a lunatic son, 
" sore vexed," tried all means for his recovery, but 
without success. It is emphatically said, ^' they could 
not cure himS' All means failed. What followed? 
Jesus said, " Bring him hither to me" The same 
command is still addressed to us, and there is stiU 
the same Lord, the same healing balm and antidote, 
and the same Almighty power and will to administer 
it. What was the final result ? " And the child was 
cured from that very hour" or, as the narrative 
adds in another account of the same event,+ ^^Jetm 
took him by the hand^ and lifted him up, and he 



arose.'' 



The miracles of Christ, recorded in the New Tes- 
tament, are but so many emblems of the spiritual 
power and mercy employed in the deliverance of the 
immortal soul. 

Other opportunities will occur in the course of the 
ensuing history to resume the consideration of this 
important subject. 

• Matt. xvii. 14—18. t Mark ix. TT, 
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The strain of affectionate feeling that pervades 
the following letters to Lady Hesketh, is strongly 
characteristic of the stability of Cowper's friend- 
ships. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

Olney, May 25, 1786. 

I have at length, my Cousin, found my way into 
my summer abode. I believe that I described it to 
jtm some time since, and will therefore now leave 
it undescribed. I will only say that I am writing in 
a band-box, situated, at least in my account, delight- 
fully, because it has a window on one side that opens 
into that orchard through which, as I am sitting 
here, I shall see you often pass, and which there- 
fwe I already prefer to all the orchards in the world. 
You do well to prepare me for all possible delays, 
because in this life all sorts of disappointments are 
possible, and I shall do well, if any such delay of 
your journey should happen, to practise that lesson 
of patience which you inculcate. But it is a lesson 
which, even with you for my teacher, I shall be slow 
to learn. Being sure however that you will not pro- 
crastinate without cause, I will make myself as easy 
as I can about it, and hope the best. To convince 
you how much I am under discipline and good ad- 
vice, I will lay aside a favourite measure, influenced 
in doing so by nothing but the good sense of your 
contrary opinion. I had set my heart on meeting 
you at Newport: in my haste to see you once again, 
I was willing to overlook many awkwardnesses 1 
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could not but foresee would attend it. I put them 
aside so long as I only foresaw them mjrself, but 
since I find that you foresee them too, I can ii# 
longer deal so slightly with them : it is therefore de- 
termined that we meet at Olney. Much I shall 
feel, but I will not die if I can help it, and I beg 
that you will take all possible care to outlive it like- 
wise, for I know what it is to be balked in thie 
moment of acquisition, and should be loth to know 
it again. 

Last Monday, in the evening, we walked to Wes- 
ton, according to our usual custom. It happened^ 
owing to a mistake of time, that we set out half an 
hour sooner than usual. This mistake we discovered 
while we were in the Wilderness : so finding that we 
had time before us, as they say, Mrs. Unwin pro* 
posed that we should go into the village, and take 
a view of the house that I had just mentioned to 
you. We did so, and found it such a one as in most 
respects would suit you well.* But Moses Brown, 
our vicar, who, as I told you, is in his eighty-sixth 
year, is not bound to die for that reason. He said 
himself, when he was here last summer, that he 
should live ten years longer, and for aught that ap* 
pears so he may. In which case, for the sake of its 
near neighbourhood to us, the vicarage has charms 
for me that no other place can rival. But this, and 
a thousand things more, shall be talked over when 
you come. ■ 

We have been industriously cultivating our ac- 

* The lodge at Weston to which Cowper removed in the 
A^oremher following. 
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i|U&intance with our Weston neighbours since I 
wrote last, and they on their part have been equally 
diligent in the same cause. I have a notion that we 
shall all suit well.^ I see much in them both that I 
admire. You know perhaps that they are Catholics. 
It is a delightful bundle of praise, my Cousin, 
that you have sent me : all jasmine and lavender. 
Whoever the lady is, she has evidently an admirable 
pen and a cultivated mind. If a person reads, it is 
no matter in what language, and if the mind be in- 
formed, it is no matter whether that mind belongs to 
a man or a woman : the taste and the judgment will 
Deceive the benefit alike in both. Long before the 
Task was published, I made an experiment one day, 
being in a frolicsome mood, upon my friend: — ^we 
were walking in the garden, and conversing on a 
subject similar to these lines — 

The few that pray at all, pray oft' amiss. 

And, seeking grace t* improve the present good. 

Would urge a wiser suit than asking more. 

I repeated them, and said to him with an air of 
nonchalance^ ^^ Do you recollect those lines? I have 
seen them somewhere, where are they ? " He put on 
a considering face, and after some deliberation re- 
[died, " Oh, I will tell you where they must be — in 
the Night Thoughts." I was glad my trial turned 
out so well, and did not undeceive him. I mention 
this occurrence only in confirmation of the letter- 
writer's opinion, but at the same time I do assure 
you, on the faith of an honest man, that I never in 
my life designed an imitation of Young or of au^ 
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other writer ; for mimicry is my abhorrence, at least 
in poetry. 

Assure yourself, my dearest Cousin, that, both 
for your sake, since you make a point of it, and for 
my own, I will be as philosophically careful as pos- 
sible that these fine nerves of mine shall not be be- 
yond measure agitated when you arrive. In truth, 
there is much greater probability that they will be 
benefited, and greatly too. Joy of heart, from what- 
ever occasion it may arise, is the best of all nervous 
medicines, and I should not wonder if such a turn 
given to my spirits should have even a lasting effect, 
of the most advantageous kind, upon them. You 
must not imagine neither that I am on the whole in 
any great degree subject to nervous affections ; oc- 
casionally I am, and have been these many years, 
much liable to dejection. But, at intervals, and some- 
times for an interval of weeks, no creature wouW 
suspect it ; for I have not that which conunonly is 
a symptom of such a case belonging to me : 1 mean 
extraordinary elevation in the absence of Mr. Blue- 
devil. When I am in the best health, my tide of 
animal sprightliness flows with great equality, so 
that I am never at any time exalted in proportion 
as I am sometimes depressed. My depression has 
a cause, and if that cause were to cease, I should 
be as cheerful thenceforth, and perhaps for ever, as 
any man need be. But, as I have oflen said, Mrs. 
Unwin shall be my expositor. 

Adieu, my beloved Cousin. God grant that our 
friendship which, while we could see each other, 
never suffered a moment's interruption, and which 
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io long a separation has not in the least abated, may 
glow in us to our last hour, and be renewed in a 
better world, there to be perpetuated for ever. 

For you must know, that 1 should not love you 
half so well, if I did not believe you would be my 
friend to eternity. There is not room enough for 
friendship to unfold itself in full bloom in such a 
Qook of life as this. Therefore I am, and must and 
will be, 

Yours for ever, 

W.C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

Olney, May 29, 1786. 

Thou dear, comfortable Cousin, whose letters, 
among all that I receive, have this property pecu- 
liarly their own — that I expect them without trem- 
bling, and never find any thing in them that does 
not give me pleasure — ^for which, therefore, I would 
take nothing in exchange that the world could give 
Dae, save and except that for which I must exchange 
them soon— (and happy shall I be to do so) — ^your own 
company. That indeed is delayed a. little too long; 
to my impatience, at least, it seems so, who find the 
spring, backward as it is, too forward, because many 
of its beauties will have faded before you will have 
an opportunity to see them. We took our custom- 
ary walk yesterday in the Wilderness at Weston, and 
saw, with regret, the laburnums, S3rringas, and guel- 
der-pfoses, some of them blown, and others just upon 
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the point of blowing, and could not help obsenring-^ 
all these will be gone before Lady Hesketh comsi 
Still, however, there will be roses, and jasmine, md 
honeysuckle, and shady walks, and cool alcoye% 
and you will partake them with us. But I want you 
to have a share of every thing that is dehghtfiid 
here, and cannot bear that the advance of the seaaoi 
should steal away a single pleasure before you caa 
come to enjoy it. 

Every day I think of you, and almost all day long; 
I will venture to say, that even t/ou were never so 
expected in your life. I called last week at the 
Quaker's, to see the furniture of your bed, the fame 
of which had reached me. It is, I assure yoU) 
superb, of printed cotton, and the subject classical 
Every morning you will open your eyes on Phaeton 
kneeling to Apollo, and imploring his &ther to gmnt 
him the conduct of his chariot for a day. May your 
sleep be as sound as your bed will be sumptooiu^ 
and your nights, at least, will be well provided for. 

I shall send up the sixth and seventh books of 
the Iliad shortly, and shall address them to ^mm* 
You will forward them to the GeneraL I long-tt 
show you my workshop, and to see. you- sitting OB 
the opposite side of my table. We shall be as clott 
packed as two wax figures in an old-fashioned picture- 
frame. I am writing in it now. It is the place 
in which I fabricate all my verse in summer time. 
I rose an hour sooner than usual, this morning, that 
I might finish my sheet before breakfast, for I must 
write this day to the General. 

The grass under my windows is all bespangled 
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wHib' dew-drops, and the birds are singing in the 
appte:tree«» among the blossoms. Never poet had 
m more eommodioos oratory, in which to invoke his 



I have made your heart ache too often, my poor 
Cousin, about my fits of dejection. Something 
has happened that has led me to the subject, or I 
would have mentioned them more sparingly. Do 
not suppose, or suspect, that I treat you with reserve ; 
there is nothing in which I am concerned that you 
shaU not be made acquainted with ; but the tale is 
too long for a letter. I will only add, for your pre- 
test satisfaction, that the cause is not exterior, that 
it is not within the reach of human aid, and that 
)ret I have a hope myself, and Mrs. Unwin a strong 
persuasion, of its removal. I am indeed even now, 
ttid have been for a considerable time, sensible of a 
change for the better, and expect, with good reason, 
a comfiirtable lifl from you. Guess, tiien, my 
bekyved Cousin, with what wishes I look forward to 
the time of your arrival, from whose coming I pro* 
rnise myself not only pleasure but peace of mind, at 
least an additional share of it. At present it is an 
imcertain and transient guest with me, but the joy 
with which I shall see and converse with you at 
Gluey may perhaps make it an abiding one. 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. , 

Olney, June 4 and 5, 1786. 

Ah! my Cousm, you begin already to ie«x «xvd 

VOL. Ill, M^ 
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quake. What a hero am I, compared with you I I 
kave no fears of t/ou, on the contrary, am as hold 
as a lion. I wish that your carriage were even mm 
at the door. You should see with how much courage 
I would face you. But what cause have you ftr 
fear? Am I not your Cousin, with whom you have 
wandered in the fields of Freemantle and at Bevis'e 
Mount ? — who used to read to you, laugh with you, 
till our sides have ached at any thing, or nothing? 
And am I in these respects at all altered ? You 
will not find me so; hut just as ready to laugh and 
to wander as you ever knew me. A cloud, per- 
haps, may come over me now and then, for a few 
hours, but from clouds I was never exempted. And 
are not you the identical Cousin with whom I have 
performed all these feats ? the very Harriet whom 
I isaw, for the first time, at De Grey's, in NorfidJc- 
street?* (It was on a Sunday, when you came 
with my uncle and auntf to drink tea there, and I 
had dined there, and was just going back to West- 
minster.) If these things are so, and I am sore 
that you cannot gainsay a syllable of them all, then 
this consequence follows, that I do not promise my^ 
self more pleasure from your company than I shall 
be sure to find. Then you are my Cousin, in whoBi 
I always delighted, and in whom I doubt not that I 

• This Mr. De Grej has been already mentioned. He 
rose to the dignity of Lord Chief Justice of the Common Pleaii 
and was finally created Lord Walsingham. 

f Ashley Cowper and his wife. Lady Hesketh*s father and 
mother. 
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ihall delight, even to my latest hour. But this 
ricked coach-maker has sunk my spirits. What A 
niserable thing it is to depend, in any degree, for 
he accomplishment of a wish, and that wish so fer- 
irent, on the punctuality of a creature, who, 1 sup- 
[Kiee, was never punctual in his life I Do tell him, 
nay dear, in order to quicken him, that if he per- 
{onus his promise, he shall make my coach, when 1 
irant one, and that if he performs it not, 1 will most 
issuredly employ some other man. 

The Throckmortons sent us a note to invite us to 
dinner ; we went, and a very agreeable day we had. 
They made no fuss with us, which I was heartily 
glad to see, for where 1 give trouble 1 am sure that 
I cannot be welcome. Themselves, and their chap- 
lain, and we, were all the party. Afler dinner we 
had much cheerful and pleasant talk, the particulars 
of which might not perhaps be so entertaining upon 
{)aper, therefore, all but one, 1 will omit, and that 1 
will mention only because it will of itself be suffi- 
cient to give you an insight into their opinion on a 
Tery important subject — their own religion. I hap- 
pened to say that in all professions and trades man- 
Idnd affected an air of mystery* Physicians, 1 ob- 
iserved, in particular, were objects of that remark, 
who persist in prescribing in Latin, many times, no 
doubt, to the hazard of a patient's life through the 
ignorance of an apothecary. Mr. Throckmorton 
assented to what I said, and, turning to his chaplain, 
to my infinite surprise observed to him, " ThcU is 
just as absurd as our praying in Latins I could 
have hugged him for his liberality and freedom from. 
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bigotry, but thought it rather more decent to let the 
matter pass without any visible notice. I therefore 
heard it with pleasure, and kept my pleasure to my- 
self. The two ladies in the mean time were t^te-a- 
t^te in the drawing-room. Their conversation 
turned principally (as I afterwards learned from 
Mrs. Unwin) on a most delightful topic, viz. myself. 
In the first place, Mrs. Throckmorton admired my 
book, from which she quoted by heart more than 
I could repeat, though I so lately wrote it. In 
short, my dear, I cannot proceed to relate what she 
said of the book and the book's author, for that 
abominable modesty that I cannot even yet get rid 
of. Let it suffice to say, that you, who are disposed 
to love every body who speaks kindly of your cou»iiy 
will certainly love Mrs. Throckmorton, when you 
shall be told what she said of him, and that you 
will be told is equally certain, because it d^>eDds on 
Mrs. Unwin. It is a very conveni^oit thing to have 
a Mrs. Unwin, who will tell you many a good long 
story for me, that I am not able to tell for mysel£ 
I am however not at all in arrears to our neighbours 
in the matter of admiration and esteem, but the 
more I know the more I like them, and have nearly 
an affection for them both. I am delighted that 
'< The Task" has so large a share of the approbation 
of your sensible Suffolk friend. 

I received yesterday from the General another 
letter of T. S. An unknown auxiliary having 
started up in my behalf, I believe I shall leave the 
business of answering to him, having no leisure my-^ 
se]£ for controversy. He lies very open to a v^ry 
eSeciusX reply. 
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My dearest Cousin, adieu ! I hope to write to 
you but once more before we meet. But oh ! thid 
coach-maker I and oh I this holiday week ! 

Yours, with impatient desire to see you, 

W. C. 



TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 

Olney, June 9, 17B6, 

My dear Friend — The little time that I can de- 
vote to any other purpose than that of poetry, is, as 
you may suppose, stolen. Homer is urgent. Much 
18 done, but much remains undone, and no school- 
boy is more attentive to the performance of his 
daily task than I am. You will therefore excuse 
me, if, at present, I am both unfrequent and short. 

The paper tells me that the Chancellor has re- 
ktpsed, and I am truly sorry to hear it. The first 
attack was dangerous, but a second must be more 
fbrmidable still. It is not probable that I should 
ever hear from him again if he survive ; yet of the 
much that I should have felt for him, had our connexion 
never been interrupted, I still feel much. Every 
body will feel the loss of a man, whose abilities 
have made him of such general importance. 

I correspond again with Colman, and upon the 
most friendly footing, and find in his instance, and 
m some others, that an intimate intercourse, which 
has been only casually suspended, not forfeited on 
either side by outrage, is capable not only of revi- 
val but improvement. 
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I had a letter some time since from your gister 
Fanny, that gave me great pleasure. Such noticed 
from old friends are always pleasant, and of sudi 
pleasures I have received many lately. They re- 
fresh the remembrance of early days, and make me 
young again. The noble institution of the Non- 
sense Club will be forgotten when we are gone who 
composed it, but I often think of your most heroic 
line, written at one of our meetings, and especially 
think of it when I am translating Homer, 

" To whom replied the Devil yard-long-tail'd." 

There never was any thing more truly Grecian 
than that triple epithet, and, were it possible to in- 
troduce it into either Iliad or Odyssey, I should cer- 
tainly steal it. I am now flushed with expectatiod 
of Lady Hesketh, who spends the summer with ufl. 
We hope to see her next week. We have found 
admirable lodgings both for her and her suite, and 
a Quaker in this town, still more admirable than 
they, who, as if he loved her as much as I do, fur* 
nishes them for her with real elegance. 

W. C. 

The period so long and so fervently expected at 
length approached. Lady Hesketh arrived at Olney 
in the middle of June, 1786. These two relative* 
and friends met together, after a separation of 
twenty-three years, anxious to testify to each other 
that time, " that great innovator," had lefl inviolate 
the claims of a friendship, which absence could not 
impair, because it was founded on esteem, aiwi 



LIFE OF COWPER. 183 

Strengthened by the most endearing recollections. 
It does not always happen, when the mind has in-y 
dulged in the anticipation of promised joy, that the 
result corresponds with the expectation. But, in 
the present case, the cherished hope was amply 
realized, though its first emotions were trying to 
the sensitive frame of Cowper. He was truly de- 
lighted in welcoming his endeared relative ; and, as 
his own house was inadequate for her reception, 
Lady Hesketh was comfortably lodged in the vicar- 
age of Olney ; a situation so near to his own resi- 
dence, and so eligible from the private communica- 
tion between their two houses, as to admit of all 
the ^cilities of frequent intercourse and union. 

The influence of this event proved beneficial to 
the health avd spirits of Cowper. The highly cul- 
tiyated mind of Lady Hesketh, the charm of her 
manners, and her endearing qualities, called forth 
the development of kindred feelings in his own 
character. As she was furnished with a carriage 
and horses, he was gradually induced to avail him- 
self of this opportunity of exploring the neighbour- 
hood, and of multiplying his innocent enjoyments. 
His life had been so retired at Olney, that he had 
not even extended his excursions to the neigh- 
bouring town of Newport-Pagnell in the course of 
many years; but the convenience of a carriage led 
him, in August, to visit Mr. Bull, who resided 
there — the friend from whose assiduous attention 
he derived so much benefit in a season of mental 
depression. It was at his suggestion, as we have 
already stated, that Cowper engaged in the traa&la- 
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tion of Madame Guion's Poems. As it is some tane 
since we have had occasion to refer to this justfy 
esteemed character, we think the following short 
letter, addressed to him by Cowper, will exhilHt as 
amusing portrait of his character and habits. 

<< Mon aimable and tr^s cher Ami — It is not in 
the power of chaises, or chariots, to carry yola 
where my affections will not follow you; if I heard 
that you were gone to finish your day^ in the 
moon, I should not love you the less; but shouU 
contemplate the place of your abode, as often as it 
appeared in the heavens, and say — Fare well, -my 
friend, for ever I Lost I but not forgotten I Live 
happy in thy lantern, and smoke the remainder of 
thy pipes in peace I Thou art rid of earth, at least 
o"f all its cares, and so far can I rejoice in thy re- 
moval ; and as to the cares that are to be found in 
the moon, I am resolved to suppose them lighter 
than those below — ^heavier they can hardly be." 

We also add the following beautiful description of 
a thunder-storm, in a letter to the same person, ex- 
pressed with the feelings of a poet, that knew hot 
to embody the sublime in language of correspond- 
ing grandeur. 

" I was always an admirer of thimder-storms, 
even before I knew whose voice I heard in them ; 
but especially an admirer of thunder rolling over 
the great waters. There is something singularly 
majestic in the sound of it at sea, where the ey& 
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and the ear have uninterrupted opportunity of ob- 
gervation, and the concavity above being made 
gpaciouB reflects it with more advantage. I have 
consequently envied you your situation, and the 
enjo3niient of those refreshing breezes that belong 
to it. We have indeed been regaled with some of 
these bursts of ethereal music. The peals have 
been as loud, by the report of a gentleman who 
Eved many years in the West Indies, as were ever 
heard in those islands, and the flashes as splendid. 
But when the thunder preaches, an horizon bounded 
by the ocean is the only sounding-board." * 

The visit of Lady Hesketh to Olney led to a very 
&vourable change in the residence of Cowper. He 
had now passed nineteen years in a scene that was 
far from being adapted to his taste and feelings. 
The house which he inhabited looked on a market- 
place, and once, in a season of illness, he was so 

* lliere are few conntries wfiere a thunder-storm presents 
so sublime, and terrific a spectacle, as in Switzerland. The 
writer remembers once witnessing a scene of this kind in the 
Castle of Chillon, on the banks of the Lake of Geneva. The 
whole atmosphere seemed to be overcharged with the electric 
fluid. A stillness, like that of death, prevailed, forming a 
striking contrast with the tumult of the elements that shortly 
succeeded. The lightning at length burst forth, in vivid 
a)ruacations, like a flame of fire, darting upon the i^tated 
waters ; while the rain descended in torrents. Peals of thun- 
der followed, rolling over the wide expanse of the lake, and re- 
echoing along the whole range of the Alps to the left ; and 
then taking a complete circuit, finally passed over to the Jura, 
(m the opposite side, impressing the mind with indescribable 
awe and admiration. 
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apprehensive of being incommoded by the bustle of 
a fair, that he requested to lodge for a single nighl. 
under the roof of his friend Mr. Newton, where he 
was induced, by the more comfortable situation of 
the vicarage, to remain fourteen months. His intii 
macy with this excellent and highly esteemed cha- 
racter was so great that Mr. Newton has described 
it in the following remarkable terms, in memoirs of 
the poet, which affection induced him to begin, but 
which the troubles and infirmities of very advanced' 
life obliged him to relinquish. 

" For nearly twelve years we were seldom separ 
rated for seven hours at a time, when we were 
awake, and at home: the first six I passed in daily 
admiring, and aiming to imitate him : during the 
second six, I walked pensively with him in the val* 
ley of the shadow of death." 

Mr. Newton also bears the following honourable 
testimony to the pious and benevolent habits of 
Cowper. " He loved the poor. He often visited 
tliem in their cottages, conversed with them in the 
most condescending manner, sjrmpathized with 
them, coimselled and comforted them in their dis* 
tresses ; and those who were seriously disposed 
were often cheered and animated by his prayers I" 
These are pleasing memorials, for we believe that 
the cottages of the poor will ever be found to be the 
best school for the improvement of the heart. After 
the removal of Mr. Newton to London and the de- 
parture of Lady Austen, Olney had no particular 
attractions for Cowper ; and Lady Hesketh was 
happy in promoting the project, which had occurred 
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him, of removing with Mrs. Unwin to the near 
Old picturesque village of Weston — a scene highly 
avourable to his health and amusement. For, with 

1 very comfortable house, it afforded hifti a garden, 
ind a field of considerable extent, which he de- 
ighted to cultivate and embellish. With these he 
[lad advantages still more desirable — easy, and con- 
stant access to the spacious and tranquil pleasure- 
bounds of his accomplished and benevolent land- 
lord, Mr. Throckmorton, whose neighbouring house 
supplied him with an intercourse peculiarly suited 
to his gentle and delicate spirit. 

Cowper removed from Olney to Weston in No- 
vember 1786. The course of his life, in his new 
situation, (the scene so happily embellished by his 
Muse,) will be best described by the subsequent se- 
ries of his letters to that amiable relative, to whom 
he considered himself chiefly indebted for this im- 
provement in his domestic scenery and comforts. 
With these will be connected a selection of his 
letters to other friends, and particularly the letters 
addressed to one of his most intimate correspond- 
ents, SamuerKose, Esq., who commenced his ac- 
quaintance in the beginning of the year 1787. 
Another endeared character will also be introduced 
to the notice of the reader, whose affectionate and 
unremitting attention to the poet, when he most 
needed these kind and tender offices, will ever give 
him a just title to the gratitude and love of the ad- 
mirers of Cowper: we allude to the late Rev. Dr. 
Johnson. 

We now resume the correspondence. 
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TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 

Olney, June 19, 1786. 

My dear Cousin's arrival has, as it could not &il 
to do, made us happier than we ever were at Obey.' 
Her great kindness in giving us her company is a 
cordial that I shall feel the effect of not only whik 
she is here, but while I live. 

Olney will not be much longer the place of our 
habitation. At a village two miles distant we have 
hired a house of Mr. Throckmorton, a much better 
than we occupy at present, and yet not more ex- 
pensive. It is situated very near to our most agree* 
able landlord and his agreeable pleasure-grounds* 
In him, and in his wife, we shall find such compa- 
nions as will always make the time pass pleasantly 
while they are in the country, and his grounds will 
afford us good air and good walking room in the 
winter ; two advantages which we have not enjoyed 
at Olney, where I have no neighbour with whom I 
can converse, and where, seven months in the year, 
I have been imprisoned by dirty and impassable 
ways, till both my health and Mrs. Unwin*s have 
suffered materially. 

Homer is ever importunate, and will not suffer me' 
to spend half the time with my distant friends that 
I would gladly give them. 

W. C. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olney, June 22, 1786. 

dear Friend — I am not glad that I am obliged 
logise for an interval of three weeks that have 
d since the receipt of yours ; but, not having it 
power to write oftener than I do, I am glad 
ny reason is such a one as you admit. In 
my time is very much occupied; and the 
because I not only have a long and laborious 
in hand, for such it would prove at any rate, 
icause I make it a point to bestow my utmost 
i(Hi upon it, and to give it all the finishing that 
lost scrupulous accuracy can conmiand. As 
as breakfast is over, I retire to my nutshell of 
imer-house, which is my verse-manuiactory, 
ere I abide seldom less than three hours, and 
ften more. In the afternoon I return to it 
; and all the daylight that follows, except 
is devoted to a walk, is given to Homer. It 
1 for me that a course which is now become 
iSffy is so much my choice. The regularity of 
ied has been, in the course of this last week, 
B interrupted by the arrival of my dear Cousin, 
Hesketh ; but with the new week I shall, as 
ay, turn over a new leaf, and put myself under 
jne rigorous discipline as before. Something, 
[)t a little, is due to the feelings that the sight 
i kindest relation that ever man was blessed 

* Private Correspondence. 
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with must needs give birth to, after so long a sepSr 
ration. But she, whose anxiety for my success is 
I believe even greater than my own, will take 
care that I shall not play truant and neglect mjr 
proper business. It was an observation of a sensible 
man, whom I knew well in ancient days, (I meao 
when I was very young,) that people are never in 
reality happy when they boast much of being so. 
I feel myself accordingly well content to say, with- 
out any enlargement on the subject, that an inquirer 
afler happiness might travel far, and not find a 
happier trio than meet every day either in our 
parlour, or in the parlour at the vicarage. I will 
not say that mine is not occasionally somewhat 
dashed with the sable hue of those notions concern- 
ing myself and my situation, that have occupied, or 
rather possessed, me so long : but, on the oAct 
hand, I can also affirm that my Cousin's afiectipnale 
behaviour to us both, the sweetness of her temper, 
and the sprightliness of her conversation, relieve wt 
in no small degree from the presence of them» 

Mrs. Unwin is greatly pleased with your Sermons i 
tmd has told me so repeatedly ; and the pleasure that 
they have given her awaits me also in due time, as 
I am well and confidently assured : both because th^ 
subject of them is the greatest and the most inte- 
resting that can fall under the pen of any writer, 
and because no writer can be better qualified to 
discuss it judiciously and feelingly than yourself. 
The third set with which you favoured us we des- 
tined to Lady Hesketh ; and, in so disposing (£ 
them, are inclined to believe that we shall not err 
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Sagt from the mark at which you yourself directed 

' Our affectionate remembrances attend yourself 
and Mrs. Newton, to which you acquired an ever- 
kiBting right while you dwelt under the roof where 
we dined yesterday. It is impossible that we should 
«et our foot over the threshold of the vicarage 
without recollecting all your kindness. 

Yours, my dear friend, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Olney, July 3, 1786. 

My dear William — After a long silence I begin 
again. A .day given to my friends is a day taken 
from Homer, but to such an interruption now and 
then occurring I have no objection. Lady Hesketh 
is, as you observe, arrived, and has been with us 
near a fortnight. She pleases every body, and is 
pleased, in her turn, with every thing she finds at 
Olney, is always cheerful and sweet-tempered, and 
knows no pleasure equal to that of communicating 
pleasure to us and to all around her. This dispo- 
sition in her is the more comfortable, because it is 
not the humour of the day, a sudden flash of bene- 
volence and good spirits occasioned merely by a 
change of scene, but it is her natural turn, and has 
governed all her conduct ever since I knew her 
first.^ We are consequently happy in her society, 
and shall be happier still to have you partake with 
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US in our joy. I am fond of the sound of bells, but 
was never more pleased with those of Olney thm 
when they rang her into her new hafoitaticm. It is 
a compliment that our performers upon those in^ 
struments have never paid to any other persom^ 
(Lord Dartmouth excepted) since we knew die 
town. In short, she is, as she ever was, my pride 
and my joy, and I am delighted with every thiif 
that means to do her honour. Her first appearance 
was too much for me ; my spirits, instead of being 
gently raised, as I had inadvertently supposed they 
would be, broke down with me under the pressure 
of too much joy, and left me flat, or rather mdan- 
choly, throughout the day, to a degree that was 
mortifying to myself and alarming to her. But I 
have made amends for this failure since, and in 
point of cheerfulness have far exceeded her expec- 
tations, for she knew that sable had been my suit 
for many years. 

And now I shall communicate news that will give 
you pleasure. When you first contemplated the 
front of our abode, you were shocked. In your 
eyes it had the appearance of a prison, and you 
sighed at the thought that your mother lived in it 
Your view of it was not only just, but prophetic 
It had not only the aspect of a place built for the 
purposes of incarceration, but has actually served 
that purpose through a long, long period, and we 
have been the prisoners. But a jail-delivery is 
at hand. The bolts and bars are to be loosed, and 
we shall escape. A very different mansion, both in 
point of appearance and accommodation, expects us, 
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ind the expense of living in it not greater than we 
ire subjected to in this. It is situated at Weston, 
me of the prettiest villages in England, and belongs 
x> Mr. Throckmorton. We all three dine with him 
co-day by invitation, and shall survey it in the 
iftemoon, point out the necessary repairs, and 
Snally adjust the treaty. I have my Cousin's pro- 
mise that she will never let another year pass with* 
Dut a visit to us, and the house is large enough to 
take us and our suite, and her also, with as many of 
hers as she shall choose to bring. The change will, 
I hope, prove advantageous both to your mother 
and me in all respects. Here we have no neigh- 
bourhood, there we shall have most agreeable neigh- 
bours in the Throckmortons. Here we have a bad 
air in winter, impregnated with the fishy-smelling 
fumes of the marsh miasma ; there we shall breathe 
in an atmosphere untainted. Here we are confined 
from September to March, and sometimes longer ; 
there we shall be upon the very verge of pleasure- 
grounds in which we can always ramble, and shall 
not wade through almost impassable dirt to get at 
them. Both your mother's constitution and mine 
have suffered materially by such close and long 
confinement, and it is high time, unless we intend 
to retreat into the grave, that we should seek out a 
more wholesome residence. So far is well, the rest 
is left to Heaven. 

I have hardly left myself room for an answer to 
your queries concerning my friend John and his 
studies. I should recommend the Civil War of Caesar, 
because he wrote it, who ranks, I believe^ as the be&t 

VOL, III, o 
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writer, as well as soldier, of his day- There are 
books (I know not what they are, but you do, and 
can easily find them) that will inform him clearly 
of both the civil and military management of the 
Romans, the several officers, I mean, in bothde- 
partments, and what was the peculiar province d 
each. The study of some such book would, I should 
think, prove a good introduction to that of Livj^ 
unless you have a Livy with notes to that effect. A 
want of intelligence in those points has heretofore 
made the Roman history very dark and difficult to 
me ; therefore I thus advise. 

Yours ever, 

W. G. 



The following letter contains some particulars 
relative to his version of Homer. 

TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Olney, July 4, 1786, 

I rejoice, my dear friend, that you have at last 
received my proposals, and most cordially thank you 
for all your labours in my service. I have friends 
in the world, who, knowing that I am apt to be 
careless when left to myself, are determined to 
watch over me with a jealous eye upon this occa- 
sion. The consequence will be, that the work will 
be better executed, but more tardy in the produc- 
tion To them I owe it, that my translation, as fast 
as it proceeds, passes under the revisal of a most 
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iccurate discemer of all blemishes. I know not 
(rhether 1 told you before, or now tell you for the 
first time, that I am in the hands of a very extra- 
ordinary person. He is intimate with my book- 
seller, and voluntarily offered his service. I was at 
first doubtful whether to accept it or not, but, find- 
ing that my friends abovesaid were not to be satis- 
fied on any other terms, though myself a perfect 
stranger to the man and his qualifications, except 
as he was recommended by Johnson, I at length 
consented, and have since found great reason to 
rejoice that I did. I called him an extraordinary 
person, and such he is. For he is not only versed 
in Homer, and accurate in his knowledge of the 
Greek to a degree that entitles him to that appel- 
lation, but, though a foreigner, is a perfect master 
3f our language, and has exquisite taste in English 
poetry. By his assistance I have improved many 
passages, supplied many oversights, and corrected 
iiany mistakes, such as will of course escape the 
Tiost diligent and attentive labourer in such a work. 
[ ought to add, because it affords the best assurance 
rf* his zeal and fidelity, that he does not toil for 
lire, nor will accept of any premium, but has en- 
ered on this business merely for his amusement, 
n the last instance, my sheets will pass through the 
lands of our old schoolfellow Colman, who has 
engaged to correct the press, and make any little 
iterations that he may see expedient. With all 
his precaution, little as I intended it once, I am 
low well satisfied. Experience has convinced me 
hat other eyes than my own are necessary, \tv otdex 

o1 
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that so long and arduous a task may be finished as 
it ought, and may neither discredit me nor mortify 
and disappoint my friends. You, who, I know, inte- 
rest yourself much and deeply in my success, will, I 
dare say, be satisfied with it too. Pope had many aids, 
and he who follows Pope ought not to walk alone. 

Though I announce myself by my very under- 
taking to be one of Homer's most enraptured ad- 
mirers, I am not a blind one. Perhaps the speecfh 
of Achilles, given in my specimen, is, as you hint, 
rather too much in the moralizing strain to suit so 
young a man and of so much fire. But, whether it 
be or not, in the course of the close application 
that I am forced to give my author I discover inad- 
vertences not a few; some perhaps that have 
escaped even the commentators themselves, or per- 
haps, in the enthusiasm of their idolatry, they re- 
solved that they should pass for beauties. Homer, 
however, say what they will, was man ; and, in all 
the works of man, especially in a work of such 
length and variety, many things wiU of necessity 
occur that might have been better. Pope and 
Addison had a Dennis, and Dennis, if I mistake 
not, held up as he has been to scorn and detestation, 
was a sensible fellow, and passed some censures 
upon both those writers, that, had they been less 
just, would have hurt them less. Homer had his 
Zoilus, and perhaps, if we knew all that Zoflus said, 
we should be forced to acknowledge that, some- 
times at least, he had reason on his side. But it 
is dangerous to find any fault at all with what the 
world is determined to esteem faultless. 
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I rejoice, my dear jfriend, that you enjoy some 
Munposure and cheerfulness of spirits; may God 
Nreserve and increase to you so great a blessing ! 
I am affectionately and truly yours, 

W. C. 



. Cowper again resumes the subject of his painful 
lispensation, in the following letter to Newton. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON."^ 

Olney, Aug. 5, 1786. 

My dear Friend — You have heard of our intended 
removal. The house that is to receive us is in a state 
3f preparation, and, when finished, will be both 
smarter and more commodious than our present 
abode. But the circumstance that recommends it 
chiefly is its situation. Long confinement in the 
nrinter, and indeed for the most part in the autumn 
too, has hurt us both. A gravel-walk, thirty yards 
long, affords but indifferent scope to the locomotive 
bculty : yet it is all that we have had to move in 
for eight months in the year, during thirteen years 
that I have been a prisoner. Had I been confined 
in the Tower, the battlements of it would have 
furnished me with a larger space. You say well, 
that there was a time when I was happy at Olney ; 
and I am now as happy at Olney as I expect to be 
any where without the presence of God. Change 
of situation is with me no otherwise an object than 

• Private Correspondence, 
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as both Mrs. Unwinds health and mine may happen 
to be concerned in it. A fever of the slow and 
spirit-oppressing kind seems to belong to all, ex- 
cept the natives, who have dwelt in Olney many 
years ; and the natives have putrid fevers. Both 
they and we, I believe, are immediately indebted 
for our respective maladies to an atmosphere en- 
cumbered with raw vapours issuing from flooded 
meadows; and we in particular, perhaps, have 
fared the worse for sitting so often, and some- 
times for months, over a cellar filled with water. 
These ills we shall escape in the uplands, and, as 
we may reasonably hope, of course, their conse- 
quences. But, as for happiness, he that has once 
had communion with his Maker must be more fran- 
tic than ever I was yet if he can dream of finding 
it at a distance from Him. I no more expect hap- 
piness at Weston than here, or than I should expect 
it in company with felons and outlaws in the hold of 
a ballast-lighter. Animal spirits, however, have 
their value, and are especially desirable to him who 
is condemned to carry a burthen, which at any rate 
will tire him, but which, without their aid cannot 
fail to crush him. The dealings of God with me 
are to myself utterly unintelligible. I have never 
met, either in books or in conversation, with an ex- 
perience at all similar to my own. More than a 
twelvemonth has passed since I began to hope that, 
having walked the whole breadth of the bottom of 
this Red Sea, I was beginning to climb the opposite 
shore, and I prepared to sing the song of Moses. 
But I have been disappointed: those hopes have 
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been blasted ; those comforts have been wrested 
from me. I could not be so duped, .even by the 
arch-enemy himself, as to be made to question the 
divine nature of them ; but I have been made to 
believe (which, you will say, is being duped still 
more) that God gave them to me in derision and 
took them away in vengeance. Such however is 
tmd has been my persuasion many a long day, and 
when I shall think on that subject more comfortably, 
(V> as you will be inclined to tell me, more ration- 
ally and scripturally, I know not. In the mean 
time, I embrace with alacrity every alleviation of 
my case, and with the more alacrity, because what- 
socjver proves a relief of my distress is a cordial to 
Mrs. Unwin, whose sympathy with me, through the 
whole of it, has been such that, despair excepted, 
h^ burthen has been as heavy as mine. Lady Hes- 
keth, by her affectionate behaviour, the cheerful- 
ness of her conversation, and the constant sweetness 
of her temper, has cheered us both, and Mrs. Unwin 
not less than me. By her help we get change of 
air and of scene, though still resident at Olney, and 
by her means have intercourse with some families 
in this country with whom, but for her, we could 
never have been acquainted. Her presence here 
would, at any time, even in my happiest days, have 
been a comfort to me, but in the present day I am 
doubly sensible of its value. She leaves nothing 
unsaid, nothing undone, that she thinks will be con- 
ducive to our well-being ; and, so far as she is con- 
cerned, I have nothing to wish but that I could be- 
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lieve her sent hither in mercy to myself, — then I 
should be thankful. 

I am, my dear friend, with Mrs. Unwinds love to 
Mrs. N. and yourself, hers and yours, as ever, 

W. C. 

Having so recently considered the peculiar cir* 
cumstances of Cowper's depression, we shall not 
further advert to it than to state, on the authoritr 
of John Higgins, Esq., of Turvey, who at that time 
enjoyed frequent opportimities of observing his maa- 
ner and habits, that there was no perceptible ^ 
pearance of his labouring under so oppressive a 
malady. On the contrary, his spirits, as far as out- 
ward appearances testified, were remarkably cheei^) 
and sometimes even gay and sportive. In a letter 
to Mrs. King, which will subsequently appear, will 
be found a remark to the same effect. 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

OIney, August 24, 1786. 

My dear Friend — I catch a minute by the tail 
and hold it fast while I write to you. The moment 
it is fled I must go to breakfast. I am still occupied 
in refining and polishing, and shall this morning 

give the finishing hand to the seventh book. F 

does me the honour to say that the most difficult 
and most interesting parts of the poem are admi- 
rably rendered. But, because he did not express 
himself equally pleased with the more pedestrian 
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parts of it, my labour therefore has been principally 
^ven to the dignification of them ; not but that I 
bave retouched considerably, and made better still 
the best In short, I hope to make it all of a piece, 
and shall exert myself to the utmost to secure that 
desirable point. A story-teller, so very circum- 
stantial as Homer, must of necessity present us 
oKlen with much matter in itself capable of no other 
etibellishment than purity of diction and harmony 
of versification can give to it. Hie labor^ hoc opus 
est. For our language, unless it be very severely 
chastised, has not the terseness, nor our measure 
the music of the Greek. But I shall not fail through 
want of industry. 

We are likely to be very happy in our connexion 
with the Throckmortons. His reserve and mine 
wear off; and he talks with great pleasure of the 
comfort that he proposes to himself from our winter 
evening conversations. His purpose seems to be 
that we should spend them alternately with each 
other. Lady Hesketh transcribes for me at present. 
When she is gone, Mrs. Throckmorton takes up that 
business, and will be my lady of the ink-bottle for 
the rest of the winter. She solicited herself that 
office. 

Believe me. 

My dear William, truly yours, 

W. C. 

Mr. Throckmorton will (I doubt not) procure 
Lord Petre's name, if he can, without any hint from 
me. He could not interest himself more in my sue- 
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cess than he seems to do. Could he get the Pope 
to subscribe, I should have him, and should be glad 
of him and the whole conclave. 



The following letters are without a date ; nor do 
we know to what period they refer. We insert them 
in the order in which we find them. 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

My dear Friend — You are my mahogany box, 
with a slip in the lid of it, to which I commit my 
productions of the lyric kind, in perfect confidence 
that they are safe, and will go no farther. All who 
are attached to the jingling art have this peculiarity, 
that they would find no pleasure in the exercise, bad 
they not one friend at least to whom they might 
publish what they have composed. If you approve 
my Latin, and your wife and sister my English, 
this, together with the approbation of your mother, 
is fame enough for me. 

He who cannot look forward with comfort must 
find what comfort he can in looking backward. Upon 
this principle I the other day sent my imagination 
upon a trip thirty years behind me. She was very 
obedient and very swifl of foot, presently performed 
her journey, and at last set me down in the sixth 
form at Westminster. I fancied myself once more 
a school-boy, a period of life in which, if I had 
never tasted true happiness, I was at least equally 
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lainted with its contrary. No manufacturer 
dng dreams ever succeeded better in his em- 
3nt than I do. I can weave such a piece of 
y, in a few minutes, as not only has all the 
5 of reality, but is embellished also with a va- 
f beauties, which, though they never existed, 
►re captivating than any that ever did : — ac- 
yly, I was a school-boy, in high favour with 
ster, received a silver groat for my exercise, 
d the pleasure of seeing it sent from form to 
br the admiration of all who were able to un- 
id it. Do you wish to see this highly ap- 
d performance? It follows on the other side. 

ITorn off.']* 

NS,y of compensation, we subjoin some verses, 
sed to a young lady, at the request of Mr. 
, to whom he thus writes : — 
have endeavoured to comply with your re- 
though I am not good at writing upon a given 
;. Your mother however comforts me by her 
ation, and I steer myself in all that I produce 
judgment. If she does not understand me 
first reading, I am sure the lines are obscure 
i^ays alter them ; if she laughs, I know it is 
;hout reason ; and if she says, " That's well, 
io," I have no fear lest any body else should 
dt with it. She is my lord chamberlain, who 
s all I write. 

3 jeu d'esprit has never been found, notwithstanding 
diligent inquiry. 



204 LIFE OF COWPEB. 

TO MISS C , ON HER BIRTH-DAT 

How many between east and west 

Disgrace their parent earth, 
Whose deeds constrain us to detest 

The day that gave them birth ! 

Not 80 when Stella's natal mom 

Kevolving months restore, 
We can rejoice that she was bom, 

And wish her bom once more ! 

If you like it, use it : if not, you know the remedy. 

It is serious, yet epigrammatic — like a bishop at a 

ball! 

W. C. 

It is remarkable, that the laudable efforts virhich 
are now making to enforce the better observance of 
the Lord's day, to diminish the temptations to per- 
jury by the unnecessary multiplication of oaths, and 
to arrest the progress of the vice of drunkenness, 
appear from the following letter to have been anti- 
cipated nearly fifty years since, by the Rev. William 
Unwin. Deeply impressed with a sense of the ex- 
tent and enormity of these national sins, his con- 
scientious mind (always seeking opportunities for 
doing good) led him to urge the emplojnment of 
Cowper's pen in the correction of these evils. What 
he suggested, as we believe, was as follows, viz. to 
draw up a memorial or representation on this subject 
to the bench of bishops, as the constituted guardians 
of public morals, and thus to call forth their imited 
exertions ; secondly, to awaken the public mind 
to the magnitude of these crimes, and, finally^ to 
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obtain some legislative enactment for their pre- 
vention. 

We now insert Cowper's reply to the proposition 
of his friend Mr. Unwin. 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

My dear Friend — ^I am sensibly mortified at 
finding myself obliged to disappoint you ; but, though 
I have had many thoughts upon the subjects you 
propose to my consideration, I have had none that 
have been favourable to the undertaking. I applaud 
your purpose, for the sake of the principle from 
which it springs, but I look upon the evils you 
mean to animadvert upon as too obstinate and in- 
veterate ever to be expelled by the m^ans you 
mention. The very persons to whom you would 
address your remonstrance are themselves suffi- 
ciently aware of their enormity ; years ago, to my 
knowledge, they were frequently the topics of con- 
versations at polite tables; they have been fre- 
quently mentioned in both houses of parliament; 
and, I suppose, there is hardly a member of either 
who would not immediately assent to the necessity 
of a reformation, were it proposed to him in a rea- 
sonable way. But there it stops ; and there it will 
for ever stop, till the majority are animated with a 
zeal in which they are at present deplorably defec- 
tive. A religious man is unfeignedly shocked when 
he reflects upon the prevalence of such crimes ; a 
moral man must needs be so in a degree, and will 
affect to be much more so than he is. But lvov( 
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many do you suppose there are among our worthy 
representatives that come under either of these 
descriptions ? If all were such, yet to new model 
the police of the country, which must be done in 
order to make even unavoidable perjury less fre- 
quent, were a task they would hardly undertake, on 
account of the great difficulty that would attend it 
Government is too much interested in the consump- 
tion of malt liquor to reduce the number of venders. 
Such plausible pleas may be offered in defence of 
travelling on Sundays, especially by the trading 
part of the world, as the whole bench of bishops 
would find it difficult to overrule. And with respect 
to the violation of oaths, till a certain name is more 
generally respected than it is at present, however 
such persons as yourself may be grieved at it, the 
legislature are never likely to lay it to heart I do 
not mean, nor would by any means attempt, to dis- 
courage you in so laudable an enterprise, but such 
is the light in which it appears to me, that I do not 
teel the least spark of courage qualifying or promp^' 
ing me to embark in it myself. An exhortation 
therefore written by me, by hopeless, desponding 
me, would be flat, insipid, and uninteresting; and 
disgrace the cause instead of serving it. If, after 
what I have said, however, you still retain the same 
sentiments, Macte esto virttUe tud, there is nobody 
better qualified than yourself, and may your success 
prove that I despaired of it without a reason. 

Adieu, 

My dear friend, 

W. C. 
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Cowper, it seems, declined his friend*s proposal, 
and was by no means sanguine in his hopes of a re- 
medy. The reasons he assigns are sufficient to deter 
the generality of mankind. Still there are men aU 
wjiys raised up by the providence of God, in his 
own appointed time, endowed from above with qua- 
lifications necessary for great enterprises, with minds 
to conceive and hands to execute, distinguished by 
a perseverance that no toil can weary, and no oppo- 
sition can divert from its purpose, because they are 
inwardly supported by the integrity of their motives 
and a deep conviction of the importance of their 
object ; and because they see through the vista of 
time, however comparatively distant, and through 
those besetting difficulties which obstruct the pro- 
gress of all good undertakings, the final accomplish- 
ment of all their labours. 

Let no man despair of success in a righteous 
cause. Let him well conceive his plan and mature 
it : let him gain all the aid that can be derived from 
the counsel of wise and reflecting minds ; and, above 
all, let him implore the illuminating influences of 
that Holy Spirit, which can alone impart what all 
want, " the wisdom that is from above," which is 
" pure, peaceable, gentle, and full of good fruits ;" 
let him be simple in his view, holy in his purpose, 
zealous, prudent, and persevering in its pursuit ; and 
we feel no hesitation in saying, that man will be 
" blessed in his deed." There are no difficulties, if 
his object be practicable, and the means be within 
his command, that he may not hope to conquer ; no 
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corrupt passions of men over which he may not 
finally trimnph, because there is a Divine Power that 
can level the highest mountains and exalt the lowest 
valleys, and because it is recorded for our conso- 
lation and instruction : " And the Lord went be- 
fore them by day in a pillar of a cloud, to lead them 
the way ; and by night in a pillar of fire, to give 
them light, to go by day and night. He took not 
away the pillar of the cloud by day, nor the pillar 
of fire by night, from before the people." * 

\yith respect to the more immediate subject of 
Cowper's letter, so far as it is applicable to modern 
times, we must confess that we are sanguine in our 
hopes of improvement, founded on the increaang 
moral feeling of the times, and the Divine agency, 
now so visibly interposing in the afiairs of men. 
Every abuse will progressively receive its i^pro* 
priate and counteracting remedy. The Lord*s day 
will be rescued from gross profanation. The revenue 
opposes the great difficulty, in diminishing the crime 
of drunkenness ; and the Excise claims the respect 
and homage due to the cause of temperance. Haw 
just and forcible is the following portrait drawn by 
the Muse of Cowper I 

" The Excise is fattened with the rich result 
Of all this riot ; and ten thousand casks, 
For ever dribbling out their base contents. 
Touched by the Midas finger of the state, 
Bleed gold for ministers to sport away. 

♦ Exodus, xiii. 21, 22. 
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Drink, and be mad then ; 'tis your country bids ! 
Gloriously drunk obey the importaut call ! 
Her cause demands the assistance of your throats ; 
Ye all can swallow, and she asks no more." 

The Task, Book iy. 



We know not to what event the following letter 
refers, as it is without any date to guide us. It 
may probably relate to the period of Lord George 
Gordon's riots. We insert it as we find it.* 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

Though we live in a nook, and the world is quite 
unconscious that there are any such beings in it as 
ourselves, yet we are not unconcerned about what 
passes in it. The present awful crisis, big with the 
fisite of England, engages much of our attention. 
The action is probably over by this time, and 
though we know it not, the grand question is de- 
cided, whether the war shall roar in our once peace- 
ful fields, or whether we shall still only hear of it at 
a distance. I can compare the nation to no simili- 
tude more apt, than that of an ancient castle, that 
had been for days assaulted by the battering ram. 
It was long before the stroke of that engine made 
any sensible impression, but the continual repetition 

• Men who are of sufficient celebrity to entitle their 
letters to the honour of future publication would do well in 
never omitting to attach a date to them. The neglect of this 
precaution, on the part of the Rev. Legh Richmond, led to 
much perplexity. 

VOL, III. p 



210 LIFE OP COWPER. 

at length communicated a slight tremor to the wall, 
the next, and the next, and the next blow increased 
it Another shock puts the whole mass in motion, 
from the top to the foundation ; it bends forward, 
and is every moment driven farther from the per- 
pendicular ; till at last the decisive blow is given, 
and down it comes. Every million that has been 
raised within the last century, has had an effect 
upon the constitution like that of a blow from the 
aforesaid ram upon the aforesaid wall. The im- 
pulse becomes more and more important, and the 
impression it makes is continually augmented; 
unless therefore something extraordinary intervenes 
to prevent it — ^you will find the consequence at the 
end of my simile. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



The letter which we next insert, is curious and 
interesting, as it contains a critique on the works of 
Churchill, whose style Cowper's is supposed to re^ 
semble, in its nervous strength and pungency. He 
calls him " the great Churchill." One of his pro- 
ductions, not here mentioned, was entitled the 
Rosciad, containing strictures on the theatrical per- 
formers of that day, who trembled at his censure^ 
or were elated by his praise. He has passed along 
the stream, and has ceased to be read, though once 
a popular writer. It is much to be lamented that 
his habits were irregular, his domestic duties vio- 
lated, and his life at length shortened by intempe- 
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ranee. The reader may form an estimate of his 
poetical pretensions from the judgment here passed 
upon them by Cowper. 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

My dear William— How apt we are to deceive 
onrsehres where self is in question I You say I am 
in your debt, and I accounted you in mine : a mis- 
take to which you must attribute my arrears, if 
indeed I owe you any, for I am not backward to 
write where the uppermost thought is welcome. 

I am obliged to you for all the books you have 
occasionally furnished me with : I did not indeed 
read many of Johnson's Classics — those of estab- 
lished reputation are so fresh in my memory, though 
many years have intervened since I made them my 
companions, that it was like reading what I read 
yesterday over again ; and, as to the minor Classics, 
I did not think them worth reading at ; all I tasted 
most of them, and did not like them ; it is a great 
thing to be indeed a poet, and does not happen to 
more than one man in a century. Churchill, the 
great Churchill, deserved the name of poet— I have 
read him twice, and some of his pieces three times 
over, and the last time with more pleasure than the 
first. The pitiful scribbler of his life seems to have 
undertaken that task, for which he was entirely un- 
qualified, merely because it afforded him an oppor- 
tunity to traduce him. He has inserted in it but 
one anecdote of consequence, for which he refers 
you to a novel, and introduces the story, v?vtYvdo\3feV& 

p 2L 
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about the truth of it. But his barrenness as a bio- 
grapher I could forgive, if the simpleton had not 
thought himself a judge of his writings, and, under 
the erroneous influence of that thought informs his 
reader that Gotham, Independence, and the Times, 
were catchpennies. Gotham, unless I am a greater 
blockhead than he, which I am far from believing^ 
is a noble and beautiful poem, and a poem with 
which I make no doubt the author took as much 
pains as with any he ever wrote. Making allow- 
ance (and Dryden, perhaps, in his Absalom and 
Achitophel stands in need of the same indulgence) 
for an unwarrantable use of scripture, it appears to 
me to be a masterly performance. Independence 
is a most animated piece, full of strength and spirit, 
and marked with that bold masculine character, 
which I think is the great peculiarity of this writer. 
And the Times (except that the subject is dis- 
gusting to the last degree) stands equally high in 
my opinion. He is indeed a careless writer for the 
most part, but where shall we find, in any of those 
authors who finish their works with the exactness 
of a Flemish pencil, those bold and daring strokes 
of fancy, those numbers so hazardously ventured 
upon and so happily finished, the matter so com- 
pressed and yet so clear, and the colouring so spa- 
ringly laid on and yet with such a beautiful effect? 
In short, it is not his least praise that he is never 
guilty of those faults as a writer which he lays to 
the charge of others : a proof that he did not 
judge by a borrowed standard, or from rules laid 
down by critics, but that he was qualified to do it 
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by his own native powers and his great superiority 
of genius : for he, that wrote so much and so fast, 
would, through inadvertence and hurry, unavoidably 
have departed from rules which he might have 
^und in books, but his own truly poetical talent 
was a guide which could not suffer him to err. A 
lace-horse is'graceful in his swiftest pace, and never 
makes an awkward motion, though he is pushed to 
his utmost speed. A cart-horse might perhaps be 
taught to play tricks in the riding-school, and might 
prance and curvet like his betters, but at some un- 
lucky time would be sure to betray the baseness of 
his original. It is an affair of very little conse- 
quence perhaps to the well-being of mankind, but I 
cannot help regretting that he died so soon. Those 
words of Virgil, upon the immature death of Mar- 
cellus, might serve for his epitaph. 

" Ostendent terris hunc tantum fata, neque ultra 
Esse sinent — .'* 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WILLIAM UNWIN. 

My dear Friend — I find the Register in all 
respects an entertaining medley, but especially in 
this, that it has brought to my view some long for- 
gotten pieces of my own production. I mean by 
the way two or three. Those I have marked with 
my own initials, and you may be sure I found them 
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peculiarly agreeable, as they had not only the grace 
of being mine but that of novelty likewise to recom- 
mend them. It is at least twenty years since I Mw 
them. You, I think, was never a dabbler in rhyme. 
I have been one ever since I was fourteen years of 
age, when I began with translating an elegy of 
TibuUus. I have no more right to the name of a 
poet than a maker of mouse-traps has to that of an 
engineer ; but my little exploits in this way have at 
times amused me so much, that I have oflen wished 
myself a good one. ' Such a talent in verse as mine 
is like a child's rattle, very entertaining to the trifler 
that uses it and very disagreeable to all beside. 
But it has served to rid me of some melandioly 
moments, for I only take it up as a gentleman-per- 
former does his fiddle. I have this peculiarity be- 
longing to me as a rhymist, that, thou^ I am 
charmed to a great degree with my own work while 
it is on the anvil, I can jseldom bear to look at it 
when it is once finished. The more I contemplate 
it the more it loses its value, till I am at last dis- 
gusted with it. I then throw it by, take it up again, 
perhaps ten years afler, and am as much dehghted 
with it as at the first. 

Few people have the art of being agreeable when 
they talk of themselves ; if you are not weary there- 
fore, you pay me a high compliment. 

I dare say Miss S — * was much diverted 

with the conjecture of her friends. The true key 
to the pleasure she found at Olney was plain 
enough to be seen, but they chose to overlook it 
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^e brought with her a disposition to be pleased, 
nrhich, whoever does, is sure to find a visit agree- 
able, because they make it so. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Olney, August 31, 1786. 

My dear Friend — I began to fear for your health, 
and every day said to myself — I must write to Bagot 
soon, if it be only to ask him how he does — a mea- 
sure that I should certainly have pursued long since, 
had I been less absorbed in Homer than I am. But 
4Buch are my engagements in that quarter, that they 
make me^ I think, good for little else. 

Many thanks, my friend, for the names that you 
have sent me. The Bagots will make a most con- 
spicuous figure among my subscribers, and I shall 
not, I hope, soon forget my obligations to them. 

The unacquaintedness of modem ears with the 
divine harmony of Milton's numbers, and the prin- 
ciples, upon which he constructed them, is the cause 
of the quarrel that they have with elisions in blank 
verse. But where is the remedy ? In vain should 
you or I, and a few hundreds more perhaps who 
l^ve studied his versification, tell them of the supe- 
rior majesty of it, and that for that majesty it is 
greatly indebted to those elisions. In their ears 
they are discord and dissonance, they lengthen the 
line beyond its due limits, and are therefore not to 
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be endured. There is a whimsical inconsistence m 
the judgment of modern readers in this particular. 
Ask them all round, Whom do you account the best 
writer of blank verse ? and they will reply, almost 
to a man, Milton, to be sure; Milton against the 
field I Yet if a writer of the present day should con- 
struct his numbers exactly upon Milton's plan, not 
one in fifty of these professed admirers of Milton 
would endure him. The case standing thus, what is 
to be done ? An author must either be contented 
to give disgust to the generality, or he must humour 
them by sinning against his own judgment. This 
latter course, so far as elisions are concerned, I have 
adopted as essential to my success. In every other 
respect, I give as much variety in my measure as I 
can, I believe I may say as in ten syllables it is pos- 
sible to give, shifting perpetually the pause and 
cadence, and accounting myself happy that modem 
refinement has not yet enacted laws against this also. 
If it had, I protest to you I would have dropped my 
design of translating Homer entirely ; and, with 
what an indignant stateliness of reluctance I make 
them the concession that I have mentioned, Mrs. 
Unwin can witness, who hears all my complaints 
upon the subject. 

After having lived twenty years at Olney, we are 
on the point of leaving it, but shall not migrate &r. 
We have taken ajiouse in the village of Weston. 
Lady Hesketh is our good angel, by whose aid we 
are enabled to pass into a better air and a more 
walkable country. The imprisonment that we have 
suffered here, for so many winters, has hurt us both. 
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That we may suffer it no longer, she stoops to OIney, 
Hfis us from our swamp, and sets us down on the 
c^vated grounds of Weston Underwood. There, 
ray dear friend, I shall be happy to see you, and to 
thank you in person for all your kindness. 

I do not wonder at the judgment that you form 
of — a foreigner; but you may assure yourself that, 
foreigner as he is, he has an exquisite taste in Eng- 
lish verse. The man is all fire, and an enthusiast in 
the highest degree on the subject of Homer, and 
has given me more than once a jog, when I have 
been inclined to nap with my author. No cold 
water is to be feared from him that might abate my 
own fire, rather perhaps too much combustible. 

Adieu ! mon ami. 

Yours, faithfully, 

W. C. 



We reserve our remarks on the next letter till its 
dose. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Olnej, Sept. 30, 1786. 
My dear Friend — No length of separation will 
ever make us indifferent either to your pleasures or 
your pains. We rejoice that you have had so agree- 
able a jaunt and (excepting Mrs.Newton's terrible fall, 
firom which, however, we are happy to find that she 
received so little injury,) a safe return. We, who 
live always encompassed by rural scenery, can afford 
to be stationary ; though we ourselves, were I not too 
closely engaged with Homer, should perhaps follow 

• Private Correspondence. 
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your example, and seek a little refreshment from 
variety and change of place— a course that we might 
find not only agreeahle, but, after a sameness of 
thirteen years, perhaps useful. You must, undoubt- 
edly, have found youi:^ excursion beneficial, who at 
all other times endure, if not so close a confinement 
as we, yet a more unhealthy one, in city air and in 
the centre of continual engagements. 

Your letter to • Mrs. Unwin, concerning our con- 
duct, and the ofience taken at it in our neighbour- 
hood, gave us both a great deal of concern ; and she 
is still deeply affected by it. Of this you may 
assure yourself, that, if our friends in London have 
been grieved, they have been misinformed; 
which is the more probable, because the bearers of 
intelligence hence to London are not always very 
scrupulous concerning the truth of their reports; 
and that, if any of our serious neighbours have been 
astonished, they have been so without the smallest 
real occasion. Poor people are never well employed 
even when they judge one another ; but when they 
undertake to scan the motives and estimate the be- 
haviour of those whom Providence has exalted a 
little above them, they are utterly out of their pro- 
vince and their depth. They often see us get into 
Lady Hesketh's carriage, and rather uncharitably 
suppose that it always carries us into a scene of dis- 
sipation, which, in fact, it never does. We visit, 
indeed, at Mr. Throckmorton's, and at Gayhurst; 
rarely, however, at Gayhiu-st, on account of the 
greater distance : more frequently, though not very 
frequently, at Weston, both because it is nearer, and 
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because our business in the house that is making 
ready for us oflen calls us that way. The rest of our 
journeys are to Bozeat turnpike and back again ; or 
perhaps, to the cabinet-maker's at Newport. As 
Othello says, 

The very bead and front of my ofifending 
Hath this extent, no more. 

What good we can get or can do in these visits, is 
another question ; which they, I am sure, are not 
at all qualified to solve. Of this we are both sure, 
that under the guidance of Providence we have 
formed these connexions ; that we should have hurt 
the Christian cause, rather than have served it, by 
a prudish abstinence from them ; and that St. Paul 
himself, conducted to them as we have been, would 
have found it expedient to have done as we have 
done. It is always impossible to conjecture, to much 
purpose, from the beginnings of a providence, in 
what it will terminate. If we have neither received 
nor communicated any spiritual good at present, 
while conversant with our new acquaintance, at least 
no harm has be&Uen on either side ; and it were too 
hazardous an assertion even foroiu* censorious neigh- 
bours to make, that, because the cause of the Gospel 
does not appear to have been served at present, there- 
fore it never can be in any future intercourse that 
we may have with them. In the mean time, I speak 
a strict truth, and as in the sight of God, when I 
say that we are neither of us at all more addicted 
to gadding than heretofore. We both naturally love 
seclusion from company, and never go into it without 
putting a force upon our disposition ; at the same 
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time, I will confess, and you will easily conceive, that 
the melancholy incident to such close confinement 
as we have so long endured finds itself a little re- 
lieved by such amusements as a society so innocent 
affords. You may look round the Christian world, 
and find few, I believe, of our station, who have so 
little intercourse as we with the world that is not 
Christian. 

We place all the uneasiness that you have felt for 
us upon this subject to the account of that cordial 
friendship of which you have long given us proof. 
But you may be assured, that, notwithstanding all 
rumours to the contrary, we are exactly what we 
were when you saw us last : — ^I, miserable on account 
of God's departure from me, which I believe to be 
final ; and she, seeking his return to me in the path 
of duty and by continual prayer. 

Yours, my dear friend, 

W. C. 

That the above letter may be fully understood, it 
is necessary to state that Mr. Newton had received 
an intimation from Olney that the habits of Cowper, 
since the arrival of Lady Hesketh, had experienced 
a change ; and that an admonitory letter from him- 
self might not be without its use. Under these cir- 
cumstances, Newton addressed such a letter to his 
friend as the occasion seemed to require. The 
answer of Cowper is already before the reader, and 
in our opinion amounts to a full justification of the 
poet's conduct. We know, from various testimonies 
of unquestionable authority, that no charge tending 
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to impeach the consistency of Mrs. Unwin or of 
Cowper can justly be alleged. If Newton should 
be considered as giving too easy a credence to these 
reports, or too rigid and ascetic in his spirit, 
we conceive that he could not, consistently with his 
own views as a faithful minister, and his deep interest 
in the welfare of Cowper, have acted otherwise, 
though he may possibly have expressed himself too 
strongly. As to Newton's own spirit and temper, 
no man was more amiable and sociable in his feel- 
ings, nor the object of more affectionate esteem and 
regard in the circles where he was known. His 
character has been already described by Cowper, as 
that of a man that lived in an atmosphere of Chris- 
tian peace and love. " It is therefore," observes the 
poet, " you were beloved at Olney, and if you preached 
to the Chicksaws and Chactaws, would be equally 
beloved by them."* 



TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 

Olney, Oct. 6, 1786. 

You have not heard, I suppose, that the ninth book 
of my translation is at the bottom of the Thames. 
But it is even so. A storm overtook it in its way to 
Kingston, and it sunk, together with the whole cargo 
of the boat in which it was a passenger. Not figu- 
ratively foreshowing, I hope, by its submersion, the 
fate of all the rest. My kind and generous cousin, 
who leaves nothing undone that she thinks can con- 
duce to my comfort, encouragement, or convenience, 

* See voL i« p. 143. 
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is my transcriber also. She wrote the copy, and sk 
will have to write it again — hers, therefore, is the 
damage. I have a thousand reasons to lament that 
the time approaches when we must lose her. She 
has made a winterly summer a most delightful 
one, but the winter itself we must spend without 
her. 

W. C. 



We are at length arrived at the period when 
Cowper removed to Weston. He fixed his residence 
there Nov. 15th, 1786. The first letters addressed 
from that place are to his friends Mr. Bagot and 
Newton. 

TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Weston Underwood, Nov. 17, 1786. 

My dear Friend — There are some things that do 
not actually shorten the life of man, yet seem to do 
so, and frequent removals from place to place are of 
that number. For my own part, at least, I am apt 
to think if I had been more stationary, I should 
seem to myself to have lived longer. My many 
changes of habitation have divided my time into 
many short periods, and when I look back upon them 
they appear only as the stages in a day's journey, 
the first of which is at no very great distance from 
the last. 

I lived longer at Olney than any where. There 
indeed I lived till mouldering walls and a tottering 
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ouse warned me to depart. I have accordingly 
iken the hint, and two days since arrived, or rather 
>ok up my abode, at Weston. You perhaps have 
ever made the experiment, but I can assure you 
lat the confusion which attends a transmigration 
f this kind is infinite, and has a terrible effect in 
eranging the intellects. I have been obliged to 
enounce my Homer on the occasion, and, though 
lOt for many days, I yet feel as if study and medi- 
ation, so long my confirmed habits, were on a sud- 
Len become impracticable, and that I shall certainly 
ind them so when I attempt them again. But, in 
I scene so much quieter and pleasanter than that 
vhich I have just escaped from, in a house so 
nuch more commodious, and with furniture about 
ne so much more to my taste, I shall hope to re- 
cover my literary tendency again, when once the 
3ustle of the occasion shall have subsided. 

How glad I should be to receive you under a 
poof where you would find me so much more com- 
fortably accommodated than at Olney I I know your 
warmth of heart toward me, and am sure that you 
would rejoice in my joy. At present indeed I have 
not had time for much self-gratulation, but have 
every reason to hope nevertheless that in due time 
I shall derive considerable advantage, both in health 
and spirits, from the alteration made in my where- 
ahovt, 

I have now the twelflh book of the Iliad in hand, 
having settled the eleven first books finally, as I 
think, or nearly so. The winter is the time when I 
make the greatest riddance. 
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Adieu, my friend Walter ! Let me hear from 
you, and 

Believe me, 

Ever yours, 

W. C. 



<si\ 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Weston Undervrood, Nov. 17, 1786. 

My dear Friend— My usual time of answering 
your letters having been unavoidably engrossed by 
occasions that would not be thrust aside, I have been 
obliged to postpone the payment of my debt for a 
whole week. Even now it is not without some dif- 
ficulty that I discharge it : which you will easily 
believe, when I tell you that this is ojily the second 
day that has seen us inhabitants of our new abode. 
When God speaks to a chaos, it becomes a scene of 
order and harmony in a moment ; but when his 
creatures have thrown one house into confusion by 
leaving it, and another by tumbling themselves and 
their goods into it, not less than many days' labour 
and contrivance is necessary to give them their 
proper places. And it belongs to furniture of all 
kinds, however convenient it may be in its place, to 
be a nuisance out of it. We find ourselves here in 
a comfortable dwelling. Such it is in itself; and 
my cousin, who has spared no expense in dressing 
it up for us, has made it a genteel one. Such, at 
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t, it will be when its contents are a little har- 
ized. She left us on Tuesday, and on Wednes- 
in the evening Mrs. Unwin and I took possession, 
•uld not help giving a last look to my old prison 
its precincts ; and, though I cannot easily account 
it, having been miserable there so many years, 

something like a heart-ache when I took my last 
^e of a scene, that certainly in itself had nothing 
engage affection. But I recollected that I had 
e been happy there, and could not, without tears 
ny eyes, bid adieu to a place in which God had 
jften found me. The human mind is a great 
stery ; mine, at least, appeared to me to be such 
tn this occasion. I found that I not only had a 
derness for that ruinous abode, because it had 
:e known me happy in the presence of God ; but 
t even the distress I had suffered for so long a 
e, on account of his absence, had endeared it to 

as much. I was weary of every object, had 
5 wished for a change, yet could not take leave 
bout a pang at parting. What consequences are 
ittend our removal, God only knows. I know 
1 that it is not in situation to effect a cure of 
iancholy like mine. The change, however, has 
n entirely a providential one; for, much as I 
hed it, I never uttered that wish, except to Mrs. 
win. When I learned that the house was to be 

and had seen it, I had a strong desire that Lady 
sketh should take it for herself, if she should 
►pen to like the country. That desire, indeed, 
lot exactly fulfilled ; and yet, upon the whole, 
jxceeded. We are the tenants ; but she assures 
70L, ui, ^ 
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US that we shall often have her for a guest; aBtT 
here is room enough for . us all. You^ I hope, mj 
dear friend, and Mrs. Newton, will want . no . assuF* 
anceB to convince you that you will always be re* 
ceived here with the sincerest welcome. . More wel- 
come than you have been you cannot be ; but better 
accommodated you may and will be. 

Adieu, my dear friend. . . Mrs. Unwin's affectionate 
remembrances and mine conclude me ever yours, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKBTH. 



Weston Lodge, Nov. 26, 1786. ; 

It is my birth-day, my beloved Cousin, and I de- 
termine to employ a part of it, that it may not be 
destitute of festivity, in writing to you. The dark, 
thick fog that has obscured it would .have been a 
burthen to me at Olney, but here I have hardly 
attended to it. The neatness and snugness of our 
abode compensates all the dreariness of the season, 
and, whether the ways are wet or dry, our house at 
least is always warm and commodious. Oh I for 
you, my cousin, to partake these comforts with us ! 
I will not begin already to tease you upon thiat sub- 
ject, but Mrs. Unwin remembers to have heard 
from, your own lips that you hate London in the 
spring. Perhaps, therefore, by that time, you may 
be glad to escape from a scene which will be every 
day growing more disagreeable, that you may en- 
joy the comforts of the Lodge, You well know that 
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i best house has a desolate appearance unfur- 
hed. This house accordingly, since it has been 
;iipied by us and our meubles^ is as much superior 
what it was when you saw it as you can imagine. 
le parlour is even elegant. When I say that the 
rlour is elegant, I do not mean to insinuate that 
3 study is not so. It is neat, warm, and silent, and 
much better study than I deserve, if I do not 
)duce in it an incomparable translation of Ho- 
jr. I think every day of those lines of Milton, 
i congratulate myself on having obtained, be- 
e I am quite superannuated, what he seems not 
have hoped for sooner : 

"And may at length my we9xy age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage!" 

>r if it is not a hermitage, at least it is a much 
tter thing, and you must always understand, my 
ar, that when poets talk of cottages, hermitages, 
d such like things, they mean a house with six 
ihes in front, two comfortable parlours, a smart 
lircase, and three bed-chambers, of convenient 
nensions ; in short, exactly such a house as this. 
The Throckmortons continue the most obliging 
ighbours in the world. One morning last week, 
*y both went with me to the cliffs — a scene, my 
ir, in which you would delight beyond measure, 
t which you cannot visit, except in the spring or 
tumn. The heat of summer, and clinging dirt of 
Iter, would destroy you. What is called the 
ff is no cliff, nor at all like one, but a beautiful ter- 
:e, gently sloping down to the Ouse, and from the 
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brow of which, though not lofty, you have a view 
of such a valley, as makes that which you see from 
the hills near Olney, and which I have had the ho- 
nour to celebrate, an affair of no consideration/ 

Wintry as the weather is, do not suspect that it 
confines me. I ramble daily, and every day change 
my ramble. Wherever I go, I find short grass un- 
der my feet, and, when I have travelled perhaps five 
miles, come home with shoes not at all too dirty for 
a drawing-room. I was pacing yesterday under the 
elms, that surround the field in which stands the 
great alcove, when lifting my eyes I saw two black 
genteel figures bolt through a hedge into the path 
where I was walking. You guess already who they 
were, and that they could be nobody but our neigh- 
bours. They had seen me from a hill at a distance, 
and had traversed a great turnip field to get at me. 
You see, therefore, my dear, that I am in some re- 
quest. Alas ! in too much request with some peo- 

♦ " How oft, upon yon eminence, our pace 

Has slackened to a pause, and we have borne 
The ruffiing wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 
While Admiration, feeding at the eye. 
And, stiU unsated, dwelt upon the scene. 
Thence with what pleasure have we just discerned 
The distant plough slow moving, and, beside 
His labouring team, that swerved not from the track, 
The sturdy swain, diminished to a boy ! 
Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain 
Of spacious meads with cattle sprinkled o'er. 
Conducts the eye along his sinuous course. 
Delighted," &c. &c. 

The Task, Book I. 
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pie. The verses of Cadwallader have found me 
it last. 

I am charmed with your account of our little 
cousin* at Kensington. If the world does not spoil 
iiim hereafter, he will be a valuable man. 

Good night, and may God bless thee ! 

W. C. 



In the midst of the brightening prospects that 
seemed to await Cowper, by a change of residence 
so conducive to his health and spirits, his tender 
and affectionate feelings received a severe shock, 
by the unexpected intelligence of the death of Mr. 
Unwin. Few events could have made a more sen- 
sible inroad on his happiness, and on that of Mrs. 
Unwin. This zealous and truly excellent man had 
been taking a tour with Mr. Henry Thornton, when, 
on his return, he was seized with an attack at Win- 
chester, which in a few days terminated his valu- 
able life. How precarious are our enjojonents I 
By what a slender tenure do we hold every sublu- 
nary blessing, and how mysterious are the dispen- 
sations of Providence I The Rev. \^lliam Unwin, 
the endeared friend and correspondent of Cowper ; 
the possessor of virtues that give a charm to do- 
mestic life, while divine grace hallowed their cha- 
racter and tendency; the devoted minister of 
Christ, turning many to righteousness, by the pu- 
rity of his doctrine and the eminence of his ex- 
ample, was cut off in the midst of his career ; when 

* Lord Cowper. 
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his continuance was most heeded by his family, and 
the influence of his principles had begun to be feH 
beyond the precincts of his parish. Happily for 
himself and his surviving friends, he died as he 
lived, supported by the hopes and consolations of 
the gospel, and with the assured prospect of a 
blessed immortality. 

" And, behold, I come quickly, and my reward is 
with me, to give every man according as his work 
shall be." " He that overcometh shall inherit all 
things, and I will be his God, and he shall be my 
son."* 

Cowper thus imparts the. painful tidings to Lady 
Hesketh. 

TO L.ADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Dec. 4, 1786. 

I sent you, my dear, a melancholy letter, and I 
do not know that I shall now send you one very 
unlike it. Not that any thing occurs in con- 
sequence of our late loss more afflictive than was to 
be expected, but the mind does not perfectly re- 
cover its tone after a shock like that which has 
been felt so lately. This I observe, that, though 
my experience has long since taught me that this 
world is a world of shadows, and that it is the more 
prudent as well as the more Christian course to 
possess the comforts that we find in it as if we pos- 
sessed them not, it is no easy matter to reduce this 
doctrine into practice. We forget that that God 
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who gave them may, when he pleases, take them 
away ; and that perhaps it may please him to take 
tjbem at a time when we least expect, or are least 
disposed to part from them.. Thus it has happened 
in the present case. • There never- was a moment in 
Unwin's life when there seemed to be more urgent 
want of him than the moment in which he died. He 
had attained to an age, when, if they are at any 
time useful, men become more useful to their fami- 
lies^ their friends, and the world. His parish began 
to feel and to be sensible of the advantages of his 
ministry. The clergy around him were many of 
them awed by his example. His children were 
thriving under his own tuition and management, and 
his eldest boy is Ukely to feel his loss severely, being 
by his years, in some respect, qualified to under- 
stand the value of such a parent ; by his literary 
proficiency too clever for a school-boy, and too 
young at the same time for the university. The 
removal of a man in the prime of life, of such k 
character, and with such connexions, seems to 
make a void in society that can never be filled. 
God seemed to have made him just what he was, 
that he might be a blessing to others, and, when the 
influence of his character and abilities began to be 
felt, removed him. These are mysteries, my dear, 
that we cannot contemplate without astonishment, 
but which will nevertheless be explained hereafter, 
and must in the mean time be revered in silence. 
It is well for his mother that she has spent her life 
in the practice of an habitual acquiescence in the 
dispensations of Providence, else I know that this 
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Stroke would have been heavier, after all that she 

has suffered upon another account, than she codd 

have borne. She derives, as she well may, great cofi- 

solation from the thought that he lived the life wA 

died the death of a Christian. The consequence 

is, if possible, more unavoidable than the most 

mathematical conclusion that, therefore, he is 

happy. So farewell,* my friend Unwin I the first 

man for whom I conceived a friendship after my re» 

moval from St Alban's, and for whom I cannot but 

still continue to feel a friendship, though I shall see 

thee with these eyes no more I 

W.C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

Weston, Dec. 9, 1786. 
I am perfectly sure that you are mistaken, 
though I do not wonder at it considering the sin- 
gular nature of the event, in the judgment that 
you form of poor Unwinds death, as it affects the 
interest of his intended pupil. When a tutor was 
wanted for him, you sought out the wisest and best 
man for the office within the circle of your con- 
nexions. It pleased God to take him home to him- 
self. Men eminently wise and good are very apt to 
die, because they are fit to do so. You found in 
Unwin a man worthy to succeed him, and He, in 
whose hands are the issues of life and death, seeing 
no doubt that Unwin was ripe for a removal into 
a better state, removed him also. The matter. 
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viewed in this light seems not so wonderful as to re- 
fuse all explanation, except such as in a melancholy 
moment you have given to it. And I am so con- 
vinced that the little boy's destiny had no influence 
at all in hastening the death of his tutors elect, 
that, were it not impossible on more accounts than 
one that I should be able to serve him in that capa- 
city, I would without the least fear of dying a mo- 
ment sooner, offer myself to that office ; I would 
even do it, were I conscious of the same fitness for 
another and a better state that I believe them to 
have been both endowed with. In that case, I per- 
haps might die too, but» if I should, it would not be 
on account of that connexion. Neither, my dear, 
had your interference in the business any thing to 
do with the catastrophe. Your whole conduct in it 
must have been acceptable in the sight of God, as 
it was directed by principles of the purest benevo- 
lence-* 

I have not touched Homer to day. Yesterday 
was one of my terrible seasons, and when I arose 
this morning I found that I had not sufficiently re- 
covered myself to engage in such an occupation. 
Having letters to write, I the more wiUingly gave 
myself a dispensation. Good night. 

Yours ever, 

W. C. 

* Lady Hesketh bad placed a young friend of ber's under a 
tutor, wbo died. ' She then consigned him to the care of Mr. 
Unwin, who also departed. Her mind was much afflicted by 
the singularity of this event, and the above letter is Cowper's 
reasoning upon it. 
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TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 

Weston, Dec. 9, 1786. 

My dear Friend — ^We bad just begun to enjoy 
the pleasantness of our new situation, to .find at 
least as much comfort in it as the season of the 
year would permit, when affliction found us out in 
our retreat, and the news reached us of the death 
of Mr. Unwin. He had taken a western tour with 
Mr. Henry Thornton, and in his return, at Win- 
chester, was seized with a putrid fever which sent 
him to his grave. He is gone to it, however, though 
young, as fit for it as age itself cotdd have made 
him. Regretted, indeed, and always to be regretted, 
by those who knew him, for he had every thing that 
makes a man valuable both in his principles and in 
his manners, but leaving still this consolation to his 
surviving friends, that he was desirable in this 
world chiefly because he was so well prepared for a 
better. 

I find myself here situated exactly to my mind. 
Weston is one of the prettiest villages in England, 
and the walks about it at all seasons of the year de- 
lightful. I know that you will rejoice with me in 
the change tfiat we have made, and for which I am 
altogether indebted to Lady Hesketh. It is a 
change as great, as (to compare metropolitan things 
with rural) from St. Giles's to Grosvenor-square. 
Our house is in all respects commodious, and in 
some degree elegant ; and I cannot give you a bet- 
ter idea of that which we have left than by telling 
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you the present candidates for it are a pul^ican and 
a shoemaker. 

W.C- 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Weston, Dec. 16, 1786. 
My dear Friend— The death of one whom I va- 
lued as I did Mr. Unwin is a subject on which I 
could say much, and with much feeling. But, 
habituated as my mind has been these many years 
to melancholy themes, I am glad to excuse my- 
self the contemplation of them as much as pos- 
sible. I will only observe, that the death of so 
young a man, whom I so lately saw in good health, 
and whose life was so desirable on every account, 
has something in it peculiarly distressing. I cannot 
think of the widow and the children that he has left, 
without an heart-ache that I remember not to have 
felt before. We may well say, that the ways of 
God are mysterious : in truth they are so, and to a 
degree that only such events can give us any con- 
ception of. Mrs. Unwin begs me to give her love 
to you, with thanks for your kind letter. Her's has 
been so much a life of affliction, that whatever oc- 
curs to her in that shape has not, at least, the ter- 
rors of novelty to embitter it. She is supported 
under this, as she has been under a thousand others, 
with a submission of which I never saw her deprived 
for a moment. 

Once, since we left Olney, I had occasion to call 
at our old dwelling ; and never did I see so forlorn 

* Private Correspondence* 
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and woeful a spectacle. Deserted of its inhabi- 
tants, it seemed as if it could never be dwelt in for 
ever. The coldness of it, the dreariness, and the 
dirt, made me think it no unapt resemblance of a 
soul that God has forsaken. While he dwelt in it, 
and manifested himself there, he could create his 
own accommodations, and give it occasionally the 
appearance of a palace ; but the moment he with- 
draws, and takes with him all the fiu*niture and 
embellishment of his graces, it becomes what it was 
before he entered it — the habitation of vermin, and 
the image of desolation. Sometimes I envy the 
living, but not much, or not long ; for, while they 
live, as we call it, they too are liable to desertion. 
But the dead who have died in the Lord I envy 
always ; for they, I take it for granted, can be no 
more forsaken. 

This Babylon, however, that we have left behind 
us, ruinous as it is, the ceilings cracked and the 
walls crumbling, still finds some who covet it A 
shoemaker and an alemonger have proposed them- 
selves as joint candidates to succeed us. Some 
small difference between them and the landlord, on 
the subject of rent, has hitherto kept them out ; but 
at last they will probably agree. In the mean time 

Mr. R prophesies its fall, and tells them that 

they wiU occupy it at the hazard of their lives, unless 
it be well propped before they enter it. We have 
not, therefore, left it much too soon ; and this we 
knew before we migrated, though the same prophet 
would never speak out, so long as only our heads 
were in danger. 
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I wish you well through your laborious task of 
transcribing. I hope the good lady's meditations 
are such as amuse you rather more, while you copy 
them, than meditations in general would ; which, 
for the most part, have appeared to me the most la- 
boured, insipid, and unnatural of all productions. 

Adieu my dear friend. Our love attends you 
both. 

Ever yours, 

W.C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

Weston, Dec. 21, 1786. 

Your welcome letter, my beloved Cousin, which 
ought by the date to have arrived on Sunday, being 
by some untoward accident delayed, came not till 
yesterday. It came, however, and has relieved me 
from a thousand distressing apprehensions on your 
account. 

The dew of your intelligence has refreshed my 
poetical laurels. A little praise now and then is 
very good for your hard-working poet, who is apt to 
grow languid, and perhaps careless without it. Praise 
I find affects us as money does. The more a man 
gets of it, with the more vigilance he watches over 
and preserves it. Such at least is its effect on me, 
and you may assure yourself that I will never lose a 
mite of it for want of care. 

I have already invited the good Padre* in general 
terms, and he shall positively dine here next week, 
* The Chaplain of John Throckmorton, Esq^. 
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whether he will or not. I do not at aU suspect that 
his kindness to Protestants has any thing insidious in 
it, any more than I suspect that he transcribes 
Homer for me with a view for my conversicm. He 
would find me a tough piece of business I can tell 
him, for, when I had no religion at all, I had yet a 
terrible dread of the Pope. How much more mm I 
I should have sent you a longer letter, but was 
obliged to devote my last evening to the melancholy 
emplojrment of composing a Latin inscription for the 
tombstone of poor William, two copies of which I 
wrote out and inclosed, one to Henry Thornton, and 
one to Mr. Newton. 

W.C. 



TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Weston, Jan. 3, 1787. 

My dear Friend — You wish to hear from me at 
any calm interval of epic frenzy. An interval pre- 
sents itself, but whether calm or not is perhaps 
doubtful. Is it possible for a man to be calm who 
for three weeks past* has been perpetually occupied 
in slaughter ; letting out one man's bowels, smiting 
another through the gullet, transfixing the liver of 
another, and lodging an arrow in a fourth ? Read 
the thirteenth book of the Iliad, and you will find 
such amusing incidents as these the subject of it, 
the sole subject. In order to interest myself in it 
and to catch the spirit of it, I had need discard all 
humanity. It is woeful work ; and were the best 
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poet in the world to give us at this day such a list 
of killed and wounded, he would not escape universal 
censure, — to the praise of a more enlightened age 
be' it spoken. I have waded through much blood, 
and through much more I must wade before I shall 
have finished. I determine in the mean time to 
account it all very sublime, and for two reasons : — 
first, because all the learned think so, and secondly, 
because I am to translate it. But, were I an indif- 
ferent by-stander, perhaps I should venture to wish 
that Homer had applied his wonderful powers to a 
lew disgusting subject : he has in the Odyssey, and 
I long to get at it. 

. I have not the good fortune to meet with any of 
these fine things that you say are printed in my 
praise. But I learn from certain advertisements in 
the Morning. Herald that I mlake a conspicuous 
figure in the entertainments of Freemason's Hall. 
I learn also that my volumes are out of print, and 
that a third edition is soon to be published. But, if 
I am not gratified with the sight of odes composed 
to my honour and glory, I have at least been tickled 
with some douceurs of a very flattering nature by 
the post. A lady unknown addresses the best of 
men — an unknown gentleman has read my inimitable 
poems, and invites me to his seat in Hampshire — 
another incognito gives me hopes of a memorial in 
his garden, and a Welsh attorney sends me his verses 
to revise, and obligingly asks 

" Say, shall mj little bark attendant sail. 
Pursue the triumph, and partake the gale 1 " 

If you find me a little vain hereafter, my ftiexvd^ 
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you must excuse it in consideration of these pow^ 
erful incentives, especially the latter ; for surely the 
poet who can charm an attorney, especially aWebh 
one, must be at least an Orpheus, if not sometha^ 
greater. 

Mrs. Unwin is as much delighted as myself with 
our present situation. But it is a sort of April 
weather life that we lead in this world. A little 
sunshine is generally the prelude to a storm. Hardly 
had we begun to enjoy the change when the death 
of her son cast a gloom upon every thing. He was 
a most exemplary man ; of your order ; learned, 
polite, and amiable ; the father of lovely children, 
and the husband of a wife (very much like dear Mrs. 
Bagot) who adored him. 

Adieu, my friend ! 

Your affectionate, 

W. C. 

The correspondence of Cowper was very limited 
this year, owing to a severe attack of nervous fever, 
which continued during a period of eight months, 
and greatly affected his health and spirits. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Jan. 8, 1787. 

I have had a little nervous fever lately, my dear, 
that has somewhat abridged my sleep, and though I 
find myself better to-day than I have been since it 
seized me, yet I feel my head lightish, and not in 
the best order for writing. You will find me there- 
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•e perhaps not only less alert in my manner than 
jsually am when my spirits are good, but rather 
orter. I will however proceed to scribble till I 
d that it fatigues me, and then will do as I know 
•u would bid me do were you here, shut up my 
sk and take a walk. 

The good General tells me that in the eight first 
oks which I have sent him he still finds alterations 
td amendments necessary, of which I myself am 
[ually persuaded; and he asks my leave to lay 
jcm before an intimate friend of his, of whom he 
ves a character that bespeaks him highly deserving 
tch a trust. To this I have no objection, desiring 
ily to make the translation as perfect as I can 
ake it. If God grant me life and health I would 
•are no labour to secure that point. The General's 
tter is extremely kind, and both for matter and 
anner like all the rest of his dealings with his 
msin, the poet. 

I had a letter also yesterday from Mr. Smith, 
ember for Nottingham. Though we never saw 
ich other, he writes to me in the most friendly 
irms, and interests himself much in my Homer, 
id in the success of my subscription. Speaking 
1 this latter subject, he says, that my poems are 
'ad by hundreds who know nothing of my pro- 
)sals, and makes no doubt that they would subscribe 

they did. I have myself always thought them 
iperfectly or rather insufficiently announced. 

I could pity the poor woman who has been weak 
lOugh to claim my song : such pilferings are sure 
I be detected. I wrote it, J know not how lon^^ 

VOL, J J J. u 
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but I suppose four years ago. The ^^Rose" b 
question was a rose given to Lady Austin by Mrs. 
Unwin, and the incident that suggested the subject 
occurred in the room in which you slept at the vi- 
carage, which Lady Austen made her dining-room. 
Some time since, Mr. Bull going to London, I gave 
him a copy of it, which he undertook to convey to 
Nichols, the printer of the Gentleman's Magazine. 

He showed it to a Mrs. C , who begged to copy 

it, and promised to send it to the printer's by her 
servant. Three or foiu* months afterwards^ and when 
I had concluded it was lost, I saw it in the Gentle- 
man's Magazine, with my signature, " W. C." Poor 
simpleton I She will find now perhaps that the rose 
had a thorn, and that she has pricked her fingers 
with it. Adieu I my beloved Cousin. 

W.C. 

Though these verses, of which another daimfed 

the authorship, will appear in the collection of 

poems, yet as they are so characterised by taste and 

beauty, and the incident which gave rise to them is 

mentioned in the above letter, we think the reader 

will be pleased with their insertion. 

" The rose had heen washed, just wash'd in a shower, 
Which Mary* to Annat convey'd ; 
The plentiful moisture encumher'd the floWer, 
And weighed down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all filFd, and the leaves were all wet» 

And it seem'd to a fanciful view 
To weep for the buds it had left with regret 

On the flourishing bush where it grew* 

* Mrs. \Jiiw\xi. t Lady Austen. 
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I hastily seized it, unfit as it was» 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drown'd ; 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 
I snapped it, it fell to the ground. 

And such, I exclaim'd, is the pitiless part 

Some act hy the delicate mind ; 
Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow resign'd. 

This elegant rose, had I shaken it less. 
Might have bloomM with its owner awhile. 

And the tear that is wip*d with a little address. 
May be followed perhaps by a smile." 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Weston, Jan. 13, 1787. 

My dear Friend — It gave me pleasure, such as it 
was, to learn by a letter from Mr. H. Thornton, 
that the inscription for the tomb of poor Unwin has 
been approved of. The dead have nothing to do 
with human praises, but, if they died in the Lord, 
they have abundant praises to render to Him, which 
is far better. The dead, whatever they leave behind 
them, have nothing to regret. Good Christians are 
the only creatures in the world that are truly good, 
and them they will see again, and see them im- 
proved ; therefore them they regret not. Regret is 
for the living : what we get, we soon lose, and what 
we lose, we regret. The most obvious consolation 
in this case seems to be, that we who regret others 
shall quickly become objects of regret ourselves ; 

* Prirate Correspondence; , 
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for mankind are continually passing off in a rapid 
succession. 

I have many kind friends who, like yourself, wish 
that, instead of turning my endeavours to a trans- 
lation of Homer, I had proceeded in the way of 
original poetry. But I can truly say, that it was 
ordered otherwise, not by me, but by the Providence 
that governs all my thoughts and directs my inten- 
tions as he pleases. It may seem strange, but it is 
true, that, after having written a volume, in general 
with great ease to myself, I found it impossible to 
write another page. The mind of man is not a 
fountain but a cistern ; and mine, God knows, a 
broken one. It is my creeds that the intellect depends 
cut mitchf both for the energy and the mtdtitttde of its 
exertions, upon the operations of God's agency ttpon 
it, as the heart, for the exercise of its graces, upon the 
influence of the Holy Spirit According to this per- 
suasion, I may very reasonably affirm, that it was 
not God's pleasure that I should proceed in the 
same track, because he did not enable me to do it 
A whole year 1 waited, and waited in circumstances 
of mind that made a state of non-employment pe- 
culiarly irksome to me. I longed for the pen, as 
the only remedy, but I could find no subject : ex- 
treme distress of spirit at last drove me as, if I 
mistake not, I told you some time since, to lay 
Homer before me, and translate for amusement 
Why it pleased God that I should be hunted into 
such a business, of such enormous length and labour, 
by miseries for which He did not see good to afford 
me any other remedy, 1 kivow not. But so it was: 
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and jejune as the consolation may be, and unsuited 
to the exigencies of a mind that once was spiritual, 
yet a thousand times have I been glad of it ; for a 
thousand times it has served at least to divert my 
attention, in some degree, from such terrible tem- 
pests as I believe have seldom been permitted to 
beat upon a human mind. Let my friends, there- 
fore, who wish me some little measure of tranquil- 
lity in the performance of the most turbulent 
voyage that ever Christian mariner made, be con- 
tented, that, having Homer's mountains and forests 
to windward, I escape, under their shelter, from 
the force of many a gust that would almost overset 
me; especially when they consider that, not by 
choice, but by necessity, I make them my refuge. 
As to fame, and honour, and glory, that may be ac- 
quired by poetical feats of any sort: God knows, 
that if I could lay me down in my grave with hope 
at my side, or sit with hope at my side in a dungeon 
all the residue of my days, I would cheerfully wave 
them all. For the little fame that I have already 
earned has never saved me from one distressing 
night, or from one despairing day, since I first ac- 
quired it. For what I am reserved, or to what, is 
a mystery ; I would fain hope, not merely that I 
may amuse others, or only to be a translator of 
Homer. 

Sally Perry's case has given us much concern. I 
have no doubt that it is distemper. But distresses 
of mind, that are occasioned by distemper, are the 
most difficult of all to deal with. They refuse all 
consolation ; they will hear no reason. God only^ 
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by his own immediate impressions, can remove 

them; as ailer an experience of thirteen jrean' 

misery, I can abundantly testify. 

Yours, 

W. C. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Jan. 18, 1787. 

I have been so much indisposed with the fever 
that I told you had seized me, my nights during the 
whole week may be said to have been almost sleep- 
less. The consequence has been, that, except the 
translation of about thirty lines at the ccmclosioD 
of the thirteenth book, I have been forced to aban* 
don Homer entirely. This was a sensible mortifica- 
tion to me, as you may suppose, and felt the more, 
because, my spirits of course failing with my 
strength, I seemed to have peculiar need of my old 
amusement. It seemed hard therefore to be forced 
to resign it just when I wanted it most. But 
Homer's battles cannot be fought by a man who 
does not sleep well, and who has not some little 
degree of animation in the daytime. Last night, 
however, quite contrary to my expectations, the 
fever left me entirely, and I slept quietly, soundly, 
and long. If it please God that it return not, I 
shall soon find myself in a condition to proceed. I 
walk constantly, that is to say, Mrs. Unwin and I 
together ; for at these times I keep her continually 
employed, and never suffer her to be absent from 
me many minutes. She gives me all her time and 
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all her attention, and forgets that there is another 
object in the world. 

Mrs. Carter thinks on the subject of dreams as 
every body else does, that is to say, according to 
her own experience. She has had no extraordinary 
ones, and therefore accounts them only the ordinary 
operations of the fancy. Mine are of a texture 
that will not suffer me to ascribe them to so inade- 
quate a cause, or to any cause but the operation of 
an exterior agency. I have a mind, my dear, (and 
to you I will venture to boast of it,) as free from 
superstition as any man living, neither do I give 
heed to dreams in general as predictive, though 
particular dreams I believe to be so. Some very 
sensible persons, and, I suppose, Mrs. Carter 
among them, will acknowledge that in old times 
Grod spoke by dreams, but affirm with much bold- 
ness that he has since ceased to do so. If you ask 
them why, they answer, because he has now re- 
vealed his will in the Scripture, and there is no 
longer any need that he should instruct or admonish 
us by dreams. I grant that with respect to doctrines 
and precepts he has led us in want of nothing, but 
has he thereby precluded himself in any of the 
operations of his Providence ? Surely not. It is 
perfectly a different consideration; and the same 
need that there ever was of his interference in this 
way there is still, and ever must be, while man con- 
tinues blind and fallible, and a creature beset with 
dangers, which he can neither foresee nor obviate. 
His operations however of this kind are, I allow, 
very rare ; and, as to the generality of dreams, they 
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are made of such stuff, and are in themselves 
so insignificant, that, though I believe them all to be 
the manufacture of others, not our own, I account 
it not a farthing-matter who manufactures them. 
So much for dreams I 

My fever is not yet gone, but sometimes seems 
to leave me. It is altogether of the nervous kind, 
and attended now and then with much dejection. 

A young gentleman called here yesterday who 
came six miles out of his way to see me. He was 
on a journey to London from Glasgow, having just 
left the University there. He came, I suppose, 
partly to satisfy his own curiosity, but chiefly, as it 
seemed, to bring me the thanks of some of the 
Scotch professors for my two volumes. His name 
is Rose, an Englishman. Your spirits being good, 
you will derive more pleasure from this incident 
than I can at present, therefore I send it* 

Adieu, very affectionately, 

W. C. 



TO SAMUEL ROSE, ESQ. 

Weston, July 24, 1787. 

Dear Sir — This is the first time I have written 
these six months, and nothing but the constraint of 

* Mr. Rose was the son of Dr. Rose, of Chiswick, who 
fonnerly kept a seminary there. He was at this time a joimg 
man, distinguished bj talent and great amiableness of cha- 
racter, and won the regard and esteem of Cowper. He soon 
became one of his favourite correspondents. 
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obligation could induce me to write now. I cannot 
be so wanting to myself as not to endeavour, at least, 
to thank you both for the visits with which you 
have favoured me, and the poems that you sent me ; 
in my present state of mind I taste nothing, never- 
theless I read, partly from habit, and partly because 
it is the only thing I am capable of. 

I have therefore read Bums' poems, and have read 
them twice ; and, though they be written in a language 
that is new to me, and many of them on subjects much 
inferior to the author's ability, I think them on the 
whole a very extraordinary production. He is, I be- 
lieve, the only poet these kingdoms have produced in 
the lower rank of life since Shakspeare (I should 
rather say since Prior) who need not be indebted 
for any part of his praise to a charitable considera- 
tion of his origin and the disadvantages under 
which he has laboured. It will be a pity if he 
should not hereafter divest himself of barbarism, 
and content himself with writing pure English, in 
which he appears perfectly qualified to excel. He 
who can command admiration dishonours himself 
if he aims no higher than to raise a laugh. 

I am, dear Sir, with my best wishes for your 
prosperity, and with Mrs. Unwin's respects. 
Your obliged and affectionate humble servant, 

W. C. 

Bums is one of those instances which the annals 
of literature occasionally furnish of genius sur- 
mounting every obstacle by its own natural powers, 
and rising to commanding eminence. He wa'^ «c 
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Scottish peasant, born in Ayrshire, a native of that 
land where Fingal lived and Ossian sung.* He rose 
from the plough, to take his part in the polished and 
intellectual society of Edinburgh, where he was 
admitted to the intercourse of Robertson, Blair, 
Lord Monboddo, Stewart, Alison, and Mackenzie, 
and found a patron in the Earl of Glencaim. 

His poetry is distinguished by the powers of a vivid 
imagination, a deep acquaintance with the recesses 
of the human heart, and an ardent and generous 
sensibility of feeling. It contains beautiful delineB'- 
tions of the scenery and manners of his country. 
'^ Many of her rivers and mountains,'' observes his 
biographer,f " formerly unknown to the muse, are 
now consecrated by his immortal verse ; the Doon, 
the Lugar, the A3rr, the Nidi, and the Cluden, will 
in future, like the Yarrow, the Tweed, and the Tay^ 

* The peasantrj of Scotland do not resemble the same clasB 
of men in England, owing to a legal rprovision made by the 
Parliament of Scotland in 1646, whereby a school is esta- 
blished in every parish, for the express purpose of educating the 
poor. This statute was repealed on the accession of Charles the 
Second, in 1660, but was finally re-established by the Scottish 
Parliament, after the Revolution, in 1696. The consequence of 
this enactment is, that every one, even in the humblest condi- 
tion of life, is able to read ; and most persons are more or less 
skilled in writing and arithmetic. The moral effects are such, 
that it has been said, one quarter sessions for the town of Man- 
chester has sent more felons for transportation than all the 
judges of Scotland consign during a whole year. Why is not 
a similar enactment made for Ireland, where there is more 
ignorance and consequently more demoralisation, than in any 
country of equal extent in Europe ? 
t Dr. CuRie. 



\ 
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be considered as classic streams, and their borders 
will be trod with new and superior emotions.'' 

It is to be lamented that, owing to the dialect in 
which his poems are for the most part written, they are 
not sufficiently intelligible to English readers. His 
popular songs have ,given him.much celebrity in his 
own country.* 

Unhappily the fame of his genius attracted around 
him the gay and social, and his fine powers were 
wasted in midnight orgies; till he ultimately fell a 
victim to intemperance, in the thirty-eighth year of 
his age ;f furnishing one more melancholy instance 
of genius not advancing the moral welfare and dignity 
a£ its possessor, because he rejected the guidance 
of prudence, and forgot that it is religion alone that 
can make men truly great or happy. How often is 
genius like a comet, eccentric in its course, which, 
afler astonishing the world by its splendour, sud- 
denly expires and vanishes I 

We think that if a selection could be made from 
his works, excluding what is offensive, and retain- 
ing beauties which all must appreciate, an accept- 
able service might be rendered to the British public. 
Who can withhold their admiration from passages 
like these? 

'* Still o'er these scenes my ^em'ry wakes. 
And fondly broods with miser care ; 
Time but the impression stronger makes, 
As streams their channels deeper wear." 

* The national air of " Scots wha hae wi* Wallace bled," is 
familiar to every one. 
t He died in 1796. 
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Speaking of religion, he observes, 

" Tis this, my friend, that streaks our morning bright, 
Tis this that gilds the horror of our night. 
When wealth forsakes us, and when Mends are few ; 
When friends are faithless, or when foes pursue ; 
'Tis this that wards the blow, or stills the smart. 
Disarms affliction, or repels his dart ; 
Within the breast bids purest raptures rise. 
Bids smiling conscience spread her cloudless skies." 

We would also quote the following beautiful lines 
from his Cotter's (or Cottager's) Saturday Night, 
which represents the habits of domestic piety in 
humble life. 

" Perhaps the Christian Volume is the theme, 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 
How He who bore in heaven the second name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head : 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 
How he, who lone in Patmos banished. 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great Babylon doom'd by Heaven's cosunand." 

*' Then kneeling, unto Heaven's Eternal King, 

The saintf the father, and the husband prays : 
Hope * springs exulting on triiunphant wing,* 

That thus they all shall meet in future days ; 
There ever bask in uncreated rays ; 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear ; 
Together hymning their Creator's praise, 

In such society, yet still more dear; 
While time moves round in an eternal sphere. " 
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TO SAMUEL ROSE, ESQ. 

Weston, Aug. 27, 1787. 

Dear Sir — I have not yet taken up the pen again, 
:ept to write to you. The little taste that I have 

I of your company, and your kindness in finding 
out, make me wish that we were nearer neigh-. 

irs, and that there were not so great a disparity 
our years — that is to say, not that you were 
er, but that I were younger. Could we have 
;t in early life, I flatter myself that we might 
ve been more intimate than now we are likely to 
But you shall not find me slow to cultivate 
ch a measure of your regard as your friends of 
ur own age can spare me. When your route 
all lie through this country, I shall hope that the 
me kindness which has prompted you twice to 

II on me, will prompt you again, and I shall be 
ippy if, on a future occasion, I may be able to 
ve you a more cheerful reception than can be 
Lpected from an invalid. My health and spirits 
e considerably improved, and I once more asso- 
ate with my neighbours. My head however has 
3en the worst part of me, and still continues so ; 

subject to giddiness and pain, maladies very un- 
.vourable to poetical employment ; but a prepa- 
ition of the bark, which I take regularly, has so 
tr been of service to me in those respects, as to 
icourage in me a hope that, by perseverance in 
le use of it, I may possibly find myself qualified to 
3sume the translation of Homer. 
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When I cannot walk^ I read, and perhaps more 
than is good for me. But I cannot be idle. The 
only mercy that I show myself in this respect, 
is, that I read nothing that requires much close- 
ness of application. I lately finished the perusal 
of a book, which in former years I have more than 
once attacked, but never till now conquered ; some 
other book always interfered before I could finish 
it. The work I mean is Barclay's " Argenis ;"* jmd, 
if ever you allow yourself to read for mere amuse- 
ment, I can recommend it to you (provided you 
have not already perused it) as the most amusing 
romance that ever was written. It is the only one 
indeed of an old date that I ever had the patience 
to go through with. It is interesting in a high de- 
gree ; richer in incident than can be imagined ; ftifl 
of surprises, which the reader never forestalls ; and 
yet free from all entanglement and ccmfusion. The 
style too appears to be such as would not dishonour 
Tacitus himself. 

Poor Bums loses much of his deserved praise in 
this country, through our ignorance of his lan- 
guage. I despair of meeting with any Englishman 
who will take the pains that I have taken to un- 
derstand him. His candle is bright, but shut up in 
a dark lantern. I lent him to a very sensible 
neighbour of mine. But his uncouth dialect spoiled 
all ; and, before he had half read him through, he 
was quite bamboozled. 

W. C. 

* A Latin romance, once celebrated. 
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TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, August 30, 1787. 

My dearest Cousin — Though it costs me some- 
thing to write, it would cost me more to be silent. 
My intercourse with my neighbours being renewed, 
I can no longer seem to forget how many reasons 
there ar^ why you especially should not be neg- 
lected ; no neighbour indeed, but the kindest of my 
friends, and ere long, I hope, an inmate. 

My health and spirits seem to be mending daily. 
To what end I know not, neither will conjecture, 
but endeavour, as far as I can, to be content that 
they do so. I use exercise, and take the air in the 
park and wilderness. I read much, but as yet 
write not. Our friends at the Hall make them- 
selves more and more amiable in our account, 
by treating us rather as old friends than as 
friends newly acquired. There are few days in 
which we do not meet, and I am now almost as 
much at home in their house as in our own. Mr. 
Throckmorton, having long since put me in pos- 
session of all his ground, has now given me posses- 
sion of his library. An acquisition of great value to 
me, who never have been able to live without books, 
since I first knew my letters, and who have no 
books of my own. By his means I have been so 
well supplied, that I have not even yet looked at the 
" Lounger " for which however I do not forget 
that I am obliged to you. His^ turn comes next, 
and I shall probably begin him to-morrow. 
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Mr. George Throckmorton is at the HalL I 
thought I had known these brothers long enough to 
have found out all their talents and accomplish- 
ments. But I was mistaken. The day before yester- 
day, after having walked with us, they carried m 
up to the library, (a more accurate writer would 
liave said conducted us,) and then they showed me 
the contents of an immense portfolio, the work of 
their own hands. It was furnished with drawings 
of the architectural kind, executed in a most masterly 
manner, and, among others, contained outside and 
inside views of the Pantheon, I mean the Roman 
one. They were all, I believe, made at Rome. 
Some men may be estimated at a first interview, 
but the Throckmortons must be seen often and 
known long before one can understand all their 
value.* 

They often inquire after you, and ask me whether 
you visit Weston this autumn. I answer, yes ; and 
I charge you, my dearest Cousin, to authenticate 
my information. Write to me, and tell us when we 
may expect to see you. We were disappointed that 
we had no letter from you this morning. You will 

• With Mr., afterwards Sir John Throckmorton, the Editor 
had not the opportunity of being acquainted ; bat he woald 
fail in rendering what is due to departed worth, if he did not 
record the high sense which he entertained of the virtues of bis 
brother, Sir George Throckmorton. To the polished manners 
of the gentleman he united the accomplishments of the scholar 
and the man of taste and refinement ; while the attention paid 
to the wants, the comforts, and instruction of the poor, in 
which another participated with equal promptness and delight, 
have left behind a memorial that will not soon be forgotten. 
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find me coated and buttoned according to your 
recommendation. 

I write but little, because writing is become new 
to me ; but I shall come on by degrees. Mrs. Unwin 
begs to be affectionately remembered to you. She 
is in tolerable health, which is the chief comfort 
here that I have to boast of. 

Yours, my dearest Cousin, as ever, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Sept. 4, 1787. 

My dearest Coz. — Come, when thou canst come, 
secure of being always welcome I All that is here 
is thine, together with the hearts of those who dwell 
here. I am only sorry, that your journey hither is 
necessarily postponed beyond the time when I did 
hope to have seen you ; sorry too that my uncle's 
infirmities are the occasion of it. But years vnll 
have their course and their effect ; they are hap- 
piest, so far as this life is concerned, who like him 
escape those effects the longest, and who do not 
grow old before their time. Trouble and anguish 
do that for some, which only longevity does for 
others. A few months since I was older than your 
father is now, and, though I have lately recovered, 
as Falstaff says, same smatch of my youths I have but 
little confidence, in truth none, in so flattering a 
change, but expect, when I least expect it, to wither 
again. The past is a pledge for the future. 

VOL, III. ^ 
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Mr. G. is here, Mrs. Throckmorton's uncle. He 
is lately arrived from Italy, where he has resided 
several years, and is so much the gentleman that it 
is impossible to be more so. Sensible, polite, 
obliging ; slender in his figure, and in manners most 
engaging — every way worthy to be related to the 
Throckmortons. 

I have read Savary's Travels into Egypt; Me- 
moires du Baron de Tott ; Fenn's Original Letters ; 
the Letters of Frederick of Bohemia, and am now read- 
ing Memoires d'Henri de Lorraine, Due de Guise.* 
1 have also read Barclay's Argenis, a Latin romance, 
and the best romance that ever was written — all 
these, together with Madan's Letters to Priestley, 
and several pamphlets, within these two months. 
So I am a great reader. 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Sept. 15, 1787. 

My dearest Cousin — On Monday last I was in- 
vited to meet your friend, Miss J , at the Hall, 

and there we found her. Her good natiure, her 
humorous manner, and her good sense, are charm- 
ing, insomuch that even I, who was never much 
addicted to speech-making, and who at present find 
myself particularly indisposed to it, could not help 

♦ Savary's Travels are in repute ; Baron de Tott, a series 
of eventful incidents ; Fenn's, elucidation of past historical 
periods, Due de Guise, the great opponent of the Hugnenots 
in France.. 



LIFE OF COWFER. 259 

saying at parting, I am glad that I have seen you, 
and sorry that I have seen so little of you. We 
were sometimes many in company; on Thursday 
we were fifteen, but we had not altogether so much 

vivacity and cleverness as Miss J , whose talent 

at mirth-making has this rare property to recom- 
mend it, that nobody suffers by it. 

I am making a gravel-walk for winter use, under 
a warm hedge in the orchard. It shall be furnished 
with a low seat for your accommodation, and if you 
do but like it I shall be satisfied. In wet weather, 
or rather after wet weather, when the street is 
dirty, it will suit you well, for, lying on an easy de- 
clivity through its whole length, it must of course 
be immediately dry. 

You are very much wished for by our friends at 
the Hall — how much by me I will not tell you till 
the second week in October. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Sept. 29, 1787. 

My dear Coz.— I tliank you for your political 
intelligence : retired as we are, and seemingly ex- 
cluded from the world, we are not indifferent to 
what passes in it; on the contrary, the arrival of a 
newspaper, at the present juncture, never fails to 
furnish us with a theme for discussion, short indeed, 
but satisfactory, for we seldom differ in opinion. 

I have received such an impression of the Turks, 

^1 
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from the memoirs of Baron de Tott, which I read 
lately, that I can hardly help presaging the con- 
quest of that empire by the Russians. The dis- 
ciples of Mahomet are such babies in modem tac- 
tics, and so enervated by the use of their favourite 
drug, so fatally secure in their predestinarian dream, 
and so prone to a spirit of mutiny against their 
leaders, that nothing less can be expected. In &ct, 
they had not been their own masters at this day, 
had but the Russians known the weakness of their 
enemies half so well as they undoubtedly know it 
now. Add to this, that there is a popular prophecy 
current in both countries, that Turkey is one day 
to fall under the Russian sceptre. A prophecy, 
which, from whatever authority it be derived, as it 
will naturally encourage the Russians, and dispirit 
the Turks, in exact proportion to the degree of cre- 
dit it has obtained on both sides, has a direct ten- 
dency to effect its own accomplishment. In the 
mean time, if I wish them conquered, it is only 
because I think it will be a blessing to them to be 
governed by any other hand than their own. For 
under heaven has there never been a throne so 
execrably tjrrannical as theirs. The heads of the 
innocent that have been ' cut off to gratify the 
humour or caprice of their tyrants, could they be all 
collected and discharged against the walls of their 
city, would not leave one stone on another. 

O that you were here this beautiful day I It is 
too fine by half to be spent in London. I have a 
perpetual din in my head, and, though I am not 
deaf, hear nothmg atl^Vvt, welther my own voice, 
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nor that of others. I am under a tub, from which 
tub accept my best love. Yours, 

W. C. 



The following letter discovers an afflicting instance 
of the delusion under which the interesting mind of 
Cowper laboured in some particular instances. 

TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Weston Underwood, Oct. 2, 1787. 

My dear Friend — After a long but necessary in- 
terruption of our correspondence, I return to it 
again, in one respect at least better qualified for it 
than before ; I mean by a belief of your identity, 
which for thirteen years I did not believe. The 
acquisition of this light, if light it may be called 
which leaves me as much in the dark as ever on the 
most interesting subjects, releases me however from 
the disagreeable suspicion that I am addressing 
myself to you as the friend whom I loved and valued 
so highly in my better days, while in fact you are 
not that friend, but a stranger. I can now write to 
you without seeming to act a part, and without 
having any need to charge myself with dissimu- 
lation ; — a charge from which, in that state of mind 
and under such an uncomfortable persuasion, I knew 
not how to exculpate myself, and which, as you will 
easily conceive, not seldom made my correspondence 
with you a burthen. Still, indeed, it wants, and is 

* Private Correspondence. 
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likely to want, that best ingredient which can alone 
make it truly pleasant either to myself or you— 
that spirituality which once enlivened all our inter- 
course. You will tell me, no doubt, that the know- 
ledge I have gained is an earnest of more and more 
valuable information, and that the dispersion of the 
clouds, in part, promises, in due time, their complete 
dispersion. I should be happy to believe it; but 
the power to do so is at present far from me. Never 
was the mind of man benighted to the degree that 
mine has been. The storms that have assailed me 
would have overset the faith of every man that ever 
had any ; and the very remembrance of them, even 
after they have been long passed by, makes hope 
impossible. 

Mrs. Unwin, whose poor bark is still held toge- 
ther, though shattered by being tossed and agitated 
so long at the side of mine, does not forget yours 
and Mrs. Newton's kindness on this last occasion. 
Mrs. Newton's offer to come to her assistance, and 
your readiness to have rendered us the same service, 
could you have hoped for any salutary effect of your 
presence, neither Mrs. Unwin nor myself under- 
value, nor shall presently forget. But you judged 
right when you supposed, that even your company 
would have been no relief to me ; the company of 
my father or my brother, could they have returned 
from the dead to visit me, would have been none 
to me. 

We are busied in preparing for the reception of 
Lady Hesketh, whom we expect here shortly. We 
have beds to put up, atvd furmture for beds to make ; 
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workmen, and scouring, and bustle. Mrs. Unwinds 
time has of course been lately occupied to a degree 
that made writing to her impracticable ; and she 
excused herself the rather, knowing my intentions 
to take her office. It does not, however, suit me to 
write much at a time. This last tempest has lefl 
my nerves in a worse condition than it found tliem ; 
my head especially, though better informed, is more 
infirm than ever. I will therefore only add our 
joint love to yourself and Mrs. Newton, and that I 
am, my dear friend. 

Your affectionate 

W. C.» 



TO SAMUEL ROSE, ESQ. 

Weston, Oct. 19, 1787. 

Dear Sir — A summons from Johnson, which I 
received yesterday, calls my attention once more to 
the business of translation. Before I begin, I am 
willing to catch though but a short opportunity to 
acknowledge your last favour. The necessity of 
appl3ring myself with all diligence to a long work, 
that has been but too long interrupted, will make 
my opportunities of writing rare in future. 

Air and exercise are necessary to all men, but 
particularly so to the man whose mind labours, and 
to him who has been all his life accustomed to much 
of both they are necessary in the extreme. My 

• This letter was addressed to Mr. Newton, on the writer's 
recovery from an attack of his grievous constitutional malady, 
which lasted eight months. 
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time, since we parted, has been devoted entirely to 
the recovery of health and strength for this service, 
and I am willing to hope with good effect Ten 
months have passed since I discontinued mj poeti- 
cal efforts ; I do not expect to find the same readi- 
ness as before, till exercise of the neglected faculty, 
such as it is, shall have restored it to me. 

You find yourself, I hope, by this time as com- 
fortably situated in your new abode as in a new 
abode one can be. I enter perfectly into all your 
feelings on occasion of the change. A sensible 
mind cannot do violence even to a local attachment 
without much pain. When my father died, I was 
young, too young to have reflected much. He was 
Rector of Berkhamstead, and there I was born. It 
had never occurred to me that a parson has no fee- 
simple in the house and glebe he occupies. There 
was neither tree, nor gate, nor stile, in all that 
country, to which I did not feel a relation, and the 
house itself I preferred to a palace. I was sent for 
from London to attend him in his last illness, and 
he died just before I arrived. Then, and not till 
then, I felt for the first time that I and my native 
place were disunited for ever. I sighed a long 
adieu to fields and woods, from which I once 
thought I should never be parted, and was at no 
time so sensible of their beauties as just when I 
lefl them all behind me, to return no more. 

W. C. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Oct. 20, 1787. 

My dear Friend — My indisposition could not be 
of a worse kind. Had I been afflicted with a fever, 
or confined by a broken bone, neither of these cases 
would have made it impossible that we should meet. 
I am truly sorry that the impediment was insur- 
mountable while it lasted, for such in fact it was. 
The sight of any face, except Mrs. Unwin's, was to 
me an instrpportable grievance; and when it has 
happened that, by forcing himself into my hiding 
place, some friend has found me out, he has had no 
great cause to exult in his success, as Mr. Bull can 
tell you. From this dreadful condition of mind I 
emerged suddenly ; so suddenly, that Mrs. Unwin, 
having no notice of such a change herself, could 
give none to any body; and when it obtained, how 
long it might last, or how far it was to be depended 
on, was a matter of the greatest uncertainty. It 
affects me on the recollection with the more con- 
cern, because I learn from your last, that I have not 
only lost an interview with you myself, but have 
stood in the way of visits that you would have gladly 
paid to others, and who would have been happy to 
have seen you. You should have forgotten (but 
you are not good at forgetting your friends) that 
such a creature as myself existed. 

I rejoice that Mrs. Cowper has been so comfort- 
ably supported. She must have severely felt the 

* Private Correspondence. 
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loss of her son. She has an affectionate heart 
toward her children, and could not but be sensible 
of the bitterness of such a cup. But God's pre- 
sence sweetens every bitter. Desertion is the only 
evil that a Christian cannot bear. 

I have done a deed for which I find some people 
thank me little. Perhaps I have only burned my 
fingers, and had better not have meddled. Last 
Sunday se'nnight I drew up a petition to Lord 
Dartmouth, in behalf of Mr. Postlethwaite. We 
signed it, and all the principal inhabitants of Weston 
followed our example.* What we had done was 
soon known in Olney, and an evening or two ago 

Mr. R called here, to inform me (for that 

seemed to be his errand) how little the measure 
that I had taken was relished by some of his neigh- 
bours. I vindicated my proceeding on the principles 
of justice and mercy to a laborious and well-re- 
serving minister, to whom I had the satisfaction to 
find that none could allege one serious objection, 
and that all, except one, who objected at all, are 
persons who in reality ought to have no vote upon 
such a question. The affair seems still to remain 
undecided. If his lordship waits, which I a little 
suspect, till his steward shall have taken the sense 
of those with whom he is likely to converse upon 
the subject, and means to be determined by his 
report, Mr. Postlethwaite's case is desperate. 

* The living of Olnej- bad become vacant by the death of 
the Rev. Moses Brown, and an attempt was made to secure it 
for the Rev. Mr. Postlethwaite, the curate. Mr. Bean was 
ultimately appointed. 
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I beg that you will remember me affectionately to 
Mr. Bacon. We rejoice in Mrs. Newton's amended 
health, and when we can hear that she is restored 
shall rejoice still more. The next summer may 
prove more propitious to us than the past: if it 
should, we shall be happy to receive you and yours. 
Mr8.Unwin unites with me in love to you all three. 
She is tolerably well, and her writing was prevented 
by nothing but her expectation that I should soon 
do it myself. 

Ever yours, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Nov. 10, 1787. 

The parliament, my dearest Cousin, prorogued 
continually, is a meteor dancing before my eyes, 
promising me my wish only to disappoint me, and 
none but the king and his ministers can tell when 
you and I shall come together. I hope however 
that the period, though so often postponed, is not 
far distant, and that once more I shall behold you, 
and experience your power to make winter gay and 
sprightly. 

I have a kitten, the drollest of all creatures that 
ever wore a cat's skin. Her gambols are not to be 
described, and would be incredible, if they could. 
In point of size she is likely to be a kitten always, 
being extremely small of her age, but time, I sup- 
pose, that spoils every thing, w\\\ iftake \i« ^Wi ^ 
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cat. You will see her, I hope, before that melan- 
choly period shall arrive, for no wisdom that she 
may gain by experience and reflection hereafter 
will compensate the loss of her present hilarity. 
She is dressed in a tortoise-shell suit, and I know 
that you will delight in her. 

Mrs. Throckmorton carries us to-morrow in her 
chaise to Chicheley. The event however must be 
supposed to depend on elements, at least on the 
state of the atmosphere, which is turbulent beyond 
measure. Yesterday it thundered, last night it 
lightened, and at three this morning I saw the sky 
as red as a city in flames could have jnade it. I 
have a leech in a bottle that foretells all these pro- 
digies and convulsions of nature. No, not as you 
will naturally conjecture, by articulate utterance of 
oracular notices, but by a variety of gesticulations, 
which here I have not room to give an account of. 
Suifice it to say, that no change of weather sur- 
prises him, and that, in point of the earliest and 
most accurate intelligence, he is worth all the 
barometers in the world. None of them all indeed 
can make the least pretence to foretell thunder — a 
species of capacity of which he has given the most 
unequivocal evidence. I gave but sixpence for 
him, which is a groat more than the market price, 
though he is in fact, or rather would be, if leeches 
were not found in every ditch, an invaluable acqui- 
sition. 

W. C. 
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TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 

Nov. 16, 1787. 

I thank you for the solicitude that you express 
>n the subject of my present studies. The work is 
mdoubtedly long and laborious, but it has an end, 
ind, proceeding leisurely, with a due attention to 
he use of air and exercise, it is possible that I may 
ive to finish it. Assure yourself of one thing, that> 
hough to a bystander it may seem an occupation 
urpassing the powers of a constitution never very 
ithletic, and at present not a little the worse for 
Fear, I can invent for myself no employment that 
loes not exhaust my spirits more. I will not pretend 
o account for this ; I will only say, that it is not the 
anguage of predilection for a favourite amusement, 
mi that the fact is really so. I have even found that 
hose plaything-avocations which one may execute 
Imost without any attention, fatigue me, and wear 
(le away, while such as engage me much and 
ttach me closely are rather serviceable to me than 
therwise. W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Nov. 27, 1787. 

It is the part of wisdom, my dearest Cousin, to 
it down contented under the demands of necessity, 
ecause they are such. I am sensible that you cannot, 
1 my uncle's present infirm state, and of which it 
t not possible to expect any considerable amend- 
lent, indulge either us or yourself with a journey 
» Weston. Yourself y I say, botYi \ieca\3&^\>cMjw 
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it will give you pleasure to see Causidice mi* once 
more, especially in the comfortable abode where 
you have placed him, and because, afler so long an 
imprisonment in London, you, who love the country, 
and have a taste for it, would of course be glad to 
return to it For my own part, to me it is ever 
new, and though I have now been an inhabitant of 
this village a twelvemonth, and have during the 
half of that time been at liberty to expatiate and 
to make discoveries, I am daily finding out fresh 
scenes and walks, which you would never be satis- 
fied with enjoying — some of them are unapproach- 
able by you either on foot or in your carriage. Had 
you twenty toes (whereas I suppose you have but 
ten) you could not reach them ; and coach-wheels 
have never been seen there since the flood. Before it 
indeed, (as Burnet says that the earth was then per- 
fectly free from all inequalities in its surface,)f Uiey 
might have been seen there every day. We have other 
wsdks, both upon hill tops and in valleys beneath, some 
of which, by the help of your carriage, and manyof them 
without its help, would be always at your x)onmiand. 
On Monday morning last, Sam brought me word 
that there was a man in the kitchen who desired to 
speak with me. I ordered him in. A plain, decent, 
elderly figure made its appearance, and, being de- 
sired to sit, spoke as follows : " Sir^ I am clerk of 
the parish of All-saints in Northampton ; brother (rf 

* Tbe appellation which Sir Thomas Hesketh used to give 
him in jest, when he was of the Temple. 

♦ See Burnet's Theory of the Earth, in which book, as well 
as by other writers, the formation of mountains is attributed 
to the agency of tbe ^eoX delude. The deposit of marine 
shells is alleged as fayovoin^ x!ka&\i7'^Qi^««A« 
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[r. C. the upholsterer. It is customary for the 
^rson in my office to annex to a bill of mortality, 
hich he publishes at Christmas, a copy of verses, 
ou will do me a great favour, Sir, if you would 
imish me with one." To this I replied, " Mr. C, 
DU have several men of genius in your town, why 
ave you not applied to some of them ? There is a 

amesake of yours in particular, C , the statuary, 

^ho, every body knows, is a first-rate maker of 
erses. He surely is the man of all the world for 
our purpose." — " Alas I Sir, I have heretofore bor- 
owed help from him, but he is a gentleman of so 
Quch reading that the people of our town cannot 
mderstand him." I confess to you, my dear, I felt 
ill the force of the compliment implied in this 
ipeech, and was almost ready to answer, " Perhaps, 
ny good friend, they may find me unintelligible too 
or the same reason." But, on asking him whether 
le had walked over to Weston on purpose to im- 
plore the assistance of my muse, and on his replying 
n the affirmative, I felt my mortified vanity a little 
consoled, and, pitying the poor man*s distress, which 
ippeared to be considerable, promised to supply 
lim. The waggon has accordingly gone this day 
jo Northampton loaded in part with my effusions in 
:he mortuary style. A fig for poets who write epi- 
^phs upon individuals I I have written one^ that 
serves two hundred persons."^ 

* We introduce one stanza from these verses: — 

" Like crowded forest trees we stand, 

And some are mark'd to fall ; 

The axe will smite at God's command, 

And soon shall smite us all.'' 
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A few days since I received a second very obliging 

letter from Mr. M . He tells me that his own 

papers, which are by far (he is sorry to say it) the 
most numerous, are marked V. I. Z.* Accordingly, 
my dear, I am happy to find that I am engaged in a 
correspondence with Mr. Viz, a gentleman for whom 
I have always entertained the profoundest venera- 
tion. But the serious fact is, that the papers dis- 
tinguished by those signatures have ever pleased me 
most, and struck me as the work of a sensible man, 
who knows the world well, and has more of Addison's 
delicate humour than any body. 

A poor man begged food at the Hall lately. The 
cook gave him some vermicelli soup. He ladled it 
about some time with the spoon, and then returned 
it to her, saying, << I am a poor man it is true, and 1 
am very hungry, but yet I cannot eat broth with 
maggots in it." Once more, my dear, a thousand 
thanks for your box full of good things, useful 
things, and beautiful things. 

Yours ever, 

W.C. 



TO LADY HESRETH. 

The Lodge, Dec. 4, 1787. 

I am glad, my dearest Coz, that my last letter 
proved so diverting. You may assure yourself of 
the literal truth of the whole narration, and that, 
however droll, it was not in the least indebted to 
any embellishments of mine. 

* lu a peiiodic«\ c^«d ** TLe Lounger." 
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You say well, my dear, that in Mr. Throckmorton 
we have a peerless neighbour ; we have so. In point 
of information upon all important subjects, in respect 
too of expression and address, and, in short, every 
thing that enters into the idea of a gentleman, I 
have not found his equal (not often) any where. 
Were I asked, who in my judgment approaches near- 
est to him in all his amiable qualities and qualifica- 
tions, I should certainly answer, his brother George, 
who, if he be not his exact counterpart, endued 
with precisely the same measure of the same accom- 
plishments, is nevertheless deficient in none of them, 
and is of a character singularly agreeable, in respect 
of a certain manly, I had almost said heroic, frank- 
ness, with which his air strikes one almost imme- 
diately. So far as his opportunities have gone, he 
has ever been as friendly and obliging to us as we 
could wish him, and, were he lord of the Hall to- 
morrow, would, I dare say, conduct himself toward 
us in such a manner as to leave us as little sensible 
as possible of the removal of its present owners. 
But all this J say, my dear, merely for the sake of 
stating the matter as it is ; not in order to obviate 
or to prove the inexpedience of any future plan of 
yours concerning the place of our residence. Pro- 
vidence and time shape every thing — I should rather 
say Providence alone, for time has often no hand in 
the wonderful changes that we experience; they 
take place in a moment. It is not therefore worth 
while perhaps to consider much what we will or 
will not do in years to come,' concerning which all 
that 1 1 can say with certainty at present is, that 

VOL. Ill, t 
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those years will be the most welcome in which I can 
see the most of you. 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Weston, Dec. 6, 1787. 

My dear Friend — A short time since, by the help 
of Mrs. Throckmorton's chaise, Mrs. Unwin and 1 
reached Chichely. " Now," said I to Mrs. Chester, 
" I shall write boldly to your brother Walter, and 
will do it immediately. I have passed the gult 
that parted us, and he will be glad to hear it." But 
let not the man who translates Homer be so pre- 
sumptuous as to have a will of his own, or to pro- 
mise any thing. A fortnight has, I suppose, elapsed 
since I paid this visit, and I am only now beginning 
to fulfil what I then undertook to accomplish with- 
out delay. The old Grecian must answer for it. 

I spent my morning there so agreeably that I 
have ever since regretted more sensibly that there 
are five miles of a dirty country interposed between 
us. For the increase of my pleasure, I had the 
good fortune to find your brother, the Bishop, there. 
We had much talk about many things, but most, I 
believe, about Homer; and great satisfaction it 
gave me to find that on the most important points 
of that subject his Lordship and I were exactly of 
one mind. In the course of our conversation, he 
produced from his pocket-book a translation of the 
first ten or twelve lines of the Iliad, and, in order to 
leave my judgment free, informed me kindly at the 
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ie time that they were not his own. I read 
m, and, according to the best of my recollection 
the original, found them well executed. The 
hop indeed acknowledged that they were not 
Itless, neither did I find them so. Had they 
n such, I should have felt their perfection as a 
x)uragement hardly to be surmounted; for at 
t passage I have laboured more abundantly than 
my other, and hitherto with the least success, 
im convinced that Homer placed it at the 
eshold of his work as a scarecrow to all trans- 
irs. Now, Walter, if thou knowest the author of 
J version, and it be not treason against thy 
ther's confidence in thy secrecy, declare him to 
. Had I been so happy as to have seen the 
hop again before he left this country, I should 
tainly have asked him the question, having a 
iosity upon the matter that is extremely trouble- 
le.* 

The awkward situation in which you found your- 
' on receiving a visit from an authoress, whose 
•ks, though presented to you long before, you 
I never read, made me laugh, and it was no sin 
inst my friendship for you to do so. It was a 
culous distress, and I can laugh at it even now. 
ope she catechized you welL How did you ex- 
ate yourself? — Now laugh at me. The clerk of 
parish of All Saints, in the town of Northampton, 
ing occasion for a poet, has appointed me to the 
:e. I found myself obliged to comply. The 
l-man comes next, and then, I think, though 

• The author was Lord Bagot. 
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even borne upon your swan's quill, I can soar no 
higher I 

I am, my dear friend, faithfuUy yours, 

W.C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodffe, Dec. 10, 1787. 

I thank you for the snip of cloth, commonly 
called a pattern. At present I have two coats, and 
hut one back. If at any time, hereafter, I should 
find myself possessed of fewer coats, or more bacb, 
it will be of use to me. 

Though I have thought proper never to take any 
notice of the arrival of my MSS. together with 
the otJier good things in the box, yet certain it is 
that I received them. I have furbished up the 
tenth book till it is as bright as silver, and am now 
occupied in bestowing the same labour upon the 
eleventh. The twelfth and thirteenth are in the 

hands of , and the fourteenth and fifleenth are 

ready to succeed them. This notable job is the 
delight of my heart, and how sorry shall I be when 
it is ended I 

The smith and the carpenter, my dear, are both 
in the room hanging a bell ; if I therefore make a 
thousand blunders let the said intruders answer for 
them all. 

I thank you, my dear, for your history of the 

G s. What changes in that family I And how 

many thousand families have in the same time ex- 
perienced changes a& violeut a£ theirs I The course 
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of a rapid river is the justest of all emblems to ex- 
press the variableness of our scene below. Shak- 
speare says, none ever bathed himself twice in the 
same stream, and it is equally true that the world 
upon which we close our eyes at night is never the 
same with that on which we open them in the 
morning. 

I do not always say, give my love to my uncle,* 
because he knows that I always love him. I do not 
always present Mrs. Unwin's love to you, partly for 
the same reason, (deuce take the smith and the 
carpenter,) and partly because I forget it. But, to 
present my own, I forget never, for I always have 
to finish my letter, which I know not how to do, 
my dearest Coz, without telling you, that I am 

Ever yours, 

W. C. 



TO SAMUEL ROSE, ESQ. 

Weston, Dec. 13, 1787. 

Dear Sir — Unless my memory deceives me, I 
forewarned you that I should prove a very unpunc- 
tual correspondent. The work that lies before me 
engages unavoidably my whole attention. The 
length of it, the spirit of it, and the exactness that 
is requisite to its due performance, are so many 
most interesting subjects of consideration to me, 
who find that my best attempts are only introductory 
to others, and that what to-day I suppose finished, 

* Ashley Cowper, £a(\. 
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to-morrow I must begin again. Thus it fares with 
a translator of Homer. To exhibit the majesty of 
such a poet in a modern language is a task that no 
man can estimate the difficulty of till he attempts 
it. To paraphrase him loosely, to hang him with 
trappings that do not belong to him, all this is com- 
paratively easy. But to represent him with only 
his own ornaments, and still to preserve his dignity, 
is a labour that, if I hope in any measure to achieve 
it, I am sensible can only be achieved by the most 
assiduous and most unremitting attention. Our 
studies, however different in themselves, in respect 
of the means by which they are to be successfully 
carried on, bear some resemblance to each other. 
A perseverance that nothing can discourage, a 
minuteness of observation that suffers nothing to 
escape, and a determination not to be seduced from 
the straight line that lies before us by any images 
with which fancy may present us, are essentials 
that should be common to us both. There are, per- 
haps, few arduous undertakings that are not in fact 
more arduous than we at first supposed them. As 
we proceed, difficulties increase upon us, but our 
hopes gather strength also, and we conquer difficulties 
which, could we have foreseen them, we should never 
have had the boldness to encounter. May this be 
your experience, as I doubt not that it will. You 
possess by nature all that is necessary to success in 
the profession that you have chosen. What remains 
is in your own power. They say of poets that they 
must be bom such : so must mathematicians, so must 
great generals, acid so Ta\]&\.\a:w^^\%> ^nd so indeed 
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Qust men of all denominations, or it is not possible 
hat they should excel. But, with whatever facul- 
ies we are bom, and to whatever studies our genius 
Qay direct us, studies they must still be. I am 
lersuaded that Milton did not write his " Paradise 
L«ost," nor Homer his " Iliad," nor Newton his 
' Principia," without immense labour. Nature gave 
hem a bias to their respective pursuits, and that 
;trong propensity, I suppose, is what we mean by 
genius. The rest they gave themselves. " Macte 
jsto," therefore have no fears for the issue I 
I have had a second kind letter from your friend, 

VIr. , which I have just answered. I must not, 

[ find, hope to see him here, at least, I must not 
nuch expect it. He has a family that does not per- 
nit him to fly southward. I have also a notion that 
ve three could spend a few days comfortably toge- 
ther, especially in a country like this, abounding in 
scenes with which I am sure you would both be de- 
ighted. Having lived till lately at some distance 
Tom the spot that I now inhabit, and having never 
>een master of any sort of vehicle whatever, it is 
3ut just now that I begin myself to be acquainted 
ivith the beauties of our situation. To you I may 
lope one time or other to show them, and shall be 
happy to do it when an opportunity offers. 

Yours, most affectionately, 

W. C. 
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TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Jan. 1, 1788. 

Now for another story almost incredible 1 A story 
that would be quite such, if it was not certain that 
you give me credit for any thing. I have read the 
poem for the sake of which you sent the paper, 
and was much entertained by it You think it per- 
haps, as very well you may, the only piece of that 
kind that was ever produced. It is indeed original, 
for I dare say Mr. Merry never saw mine ; but cer- 
tainly it is not unique. For most true it is, my 
dear, that ten years since, having a letter to write 
to a friend of mine to whom I could write any thing, 
I filled a whole sheet with a composition, both in 
measure and in manner, precisely similar. I have 
in vain searched for it. It is either burnt or lost 
Could I have found it, you would have had double 
postage to pay. For that one man in Italy and an- 
other in England, who never saw each other, should 
stumble on a species of verse, in which no other 
man ever wrote (and I believe that to be the case) 
and upon a style and manner too of which, I sup 
pose, that neither of them had ever seen an ex- 
ample, appears to me so extraordinary a fact that I 
must have sent you mine, whatever it had cost you, 
and am really vexed that I cannot authenticate the 
story by producing a voucher. The measure I re- 
collect to have been perfectly the same, and as to 
the manner I am equally sure of that, and from this 
circumstance, that Mrs. Unwin and I never laughed 
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re at any production of mine, perhaps not even 
Fohn Gilpin. But for all this, my dear, you must, 
[ said, give me credit, for the thing itself is gone 
:hat limbo of vanity where alone, says Milton, 
igs lost on earth are to be met with. Said limbo 
as you know, in the moon, whither I could not at 
sent convey myself without a good deal of diffi- 
ty and inconvenience. 

fhis morning, being the morning of new year's 
', I sent to the Hall a copy of verses, addressed 
Mrs. Throckmorton, entitled, " The Wish, or the 
it's New Year's Gift." We dine there to-morrow, 
en I suppose I shall hear news of them.* Their 
dness is so great, and they seize with such eager- 

The poet's wish is so expressive of the poet's taste, and 
e is so beautiful a turn in these complimentarj verses, that 
;annot resist the pleasure of inserting them. 

THE poet's new YEAR*8 GIFT 
TO MRS. THROCKMORTON. 

•• Maria ! I have every good 

For thee wish'd many a time. 
Both sad and in a cheerful mood. 
But never yet in rhyme. 

To wish thee fairer is no need, 

More prudent, or more sprightly. 
Or more ingenious, or more freed 

From temper-flaws unsightly. 

What favour then not yet possessed 

Can I for thee require. 
In wedded love already blest, 

To thy whole heart's desire 1 
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ness every opportunity of doing all they think wiU 
please us, that I held myself almost in duty hound 
to treat them with this stroke of my profession. 

The small-pox has done, I helieve, all that it has 
to do at Weston. Old folks, and even women with 
child, have been inoculated. We talk of our free- 
dom, and some of us are free enough, but not the 
poor. Dependent as they are upon parish bounty, 
they are sometimes obliged to submit to impositions 
which, perhaps in France itself, could hardly be pa- 
ralleled. Can man or woman be said to be free, 
who is commanded to take a distemper sometimes, 
at least, mortal, and in circumstances most likely to 
make it so ? No circumstance whatever was per- 
mitted to exempt the inhabitants of Weston. The 
old as well as the young, and the pregnant as well 
as they who had only themselves within them, have 
been inoculated. Were I asked who is the most 
arbitrary sovereign on earth, I should answer, 
neither the king of France, nor the grand signior, 
but an overseer of the poor in England. **<- 

None here is happy but in part ; 

Full bliss is bliss divine ; 
There dwells some wish in every heart, 

And doubtless one in thine. 

That wish, on some fair future day, 

Which fate shall brightly gild, 
('Tis blameless, be it what it may,) 

I wish it all fulfilPd." 

* The discovery of vaccination, since the above period, 
has entitled the name of Jenner to rank among the benefiictors 
of mankind. 
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I am as heretofore occupied with Homer: my 
present occupation is the revisal of all I have done, 
viz. of the first fifteen books. I stand amazed at 
my own increasing dexterity in the business, being 
verily persuaded that, as far as I have gone, I have 
improved the work to double its value. 

That you may begin the new year and end it in 
all health and happiness, and many more when the 
present shall have been long an old one, is the ardent 
wish of Mrs. Unwin and of yours, my dearest Coz. 
roost cordially. 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. WALTER BAGOT. 

Weston, Jan. 5, 1788. 

My dear Friend — I thank you for your information 
concerning the author of the translation of those 
lines. Had a man of less note and ability, than 
Lord Bagot produced it, I should have been discou- 
raged. As it is, I comfort myself with the thought 
that even he accounted it an achievement worthy 
of his powers, and that even he found it difficult. 
Though I never had the honour to be known to his 
lordship, I remember him well at Westminster, and 
the reputation in which he stood there. Since that 
time I have never seen him except once, many years 
ago, in the House of Commons, when I heard him 
speak on the subject of a drainage bill better than 
any member there. 

My first thirteen books have been criticised in 
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London ; have been by me accommodated to those 
criticisms, returned to London in their improved 
state, and sent back to Weston with an imprimatur. 
This would satisfy some poets less anxious than my- 
self about what they expose in public ; but it has 
not satisfied me. I am now revising them again by 
the light of my own critical taper, and make more 
alterations than at first. But are they improve- 
ments ? you will ask. Is not the spirit of the work 
endangered by all this attention to correctness ? I 
think and hope that it is not. Being well aware of 
the possibility of such a catastrophe, I guard par- 
ticularly against it. Where I find that a servile ad- 
herence to the original would render the passage 
less animated than it would be, I still, as at the 
first, allow myself a liberty. On all other occasions 
I prune with an unsparing hand, determined that 
there shall not be found in the whole translation an 
idea that is not Homer's. My ambition is to pro- 
duce the closest copy possible, and at the same time 
as harmonious as I know how to make it. This being 
my object, you will no longer think, if indeed you 
have thought it at all, that I am unnecessarily and 
over-much industrious. The original surpasses every 
thing; it is of an immense length, is composed in the 
best language ever used upon earth, and deserves, 
indeed demands, all the labour that any translator, 
be he who he may, can possibly bestow on it« Of 
this I am sure, and your brother, the good Bishop) 
is of the same mind, that at present mere English 
readers know no more of Homer in reality than if 
he had never been tr^txi^Va^d. That consideration 
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indeed it was, which mainly induced me to the un- 
dertaking ; and if, after all, either through idleness 
or dotage upon what I have already done, I leave it 
chargeable with the same incorrectness as my pre- 
decessors, or indeed with any other that I may be 
able to amend, I had better have amused myself 
otherwise : and you, I know, are of my opinion. 

I send you the clerk's verses, of which I told you. 
They are very clerk-like, as you will perceive. But 
plain truth in plain words seemed to me to be the 
ne plus tdira of composition on such an occasion. I 
might have attempted something very fine, but then 
the persons principally concerned, viz. my readers, 
would not have understood me. If it puts them in 
mind that they are mortal, its best end is answered. 
My dear Walter, adieu ! 

Yours faithfully, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Jan. 19, 1788. 

When I have prose enough to fill my paper, which 
is always the case when I write to you, I cannot 
find in my heart to give a third part of it to verse. 
Yet this I must do, or I must make my packets 
more costly than worshipful, by doubling the post- 
age upon you, which I should hold to be unreason- 
able. See then the true reason why I did not send 
you that same scribblement * till you desired it. 

* The yerses on the new year. 
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llie thought which naturally presents itself to me 
on all such occasions is this : — Is not your cousin 
coming ? Why are you impatient ? Will it not be 
time enough to show her your fine things when she 
arrives ? / 

Fine things indeed I have few. He who has 
Homer to transcribe may well be contented to do 
little else. As when an ass, being harnessed with 
ropes to a sand-cart, drags with hanging ears his 
heavy burden, neither filling the long-echoing streets 
with his harmonious bray, nor throwing up his heels 
behind, frolicsome and airy, as asses less engaged 
are wont to do ; so I, satisfied to find myself indis- 
pensably obliged to render into the best possible 
English metre eight-and-forty Greek books, of which 
the two finest poems in the world consist, account it 
quite sufficient if I may at last achieve that labour, 
and seldom allow myself those pretty little vagaries 
in which I should otherwise delight, and of which, 
if I should live long enough, I intend hereafter to 
enjoy my fill. 

This is the reason, my dear Cousin, if I may be 
permitted to call you so in the same breath with 
which I have uttered this truly heroic comparison ; 
this is the reason why I produce at present but few 
occasional poems, and the' preceding reason is that 
which may account satisfactorily enough for my 
withholding the very few that I do produce. A 
thought sometimes strikes me before I rise ; if it runs 
readily into verse, and I can finish it before break- 
fast, it is well, otherwise it dies and is forgotten ; 
for all the subsec^aent \\owts axe devoted to Homer. 
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The day before yesterday I saw for the first time 
Bunbury's * new print, the " Propagation of a Lie." 
Mr. Throckmorton sent it for the amusement of our 
party. Bunbury sells humour by the yard, and is, 
I suppose, the first vender of it who ever did so. 
He cannot therefore be said to have humour without 
measure (pardon a pun, my dear, from a man who 
has not made one before these forty years) though 
he may certainly be said to be immeasurably 
droll. 

The original thought is good, and the exempli- 
fication of it in those very expressive figures, admi- 
rable. A poem on the same subject, displaying all 
that is displayed in those attitudes and in those fea- 
tures (for faces they can hardly be called) would be 
most excellent. The affinity of the two arts, viz. 
verse and painting, has been often observed ; pos- 
sibly the happiest illustration of it would be found, 
if some poet would ally himself to some draftsman, 
as Bunbury, and undertake to write every thing 
he should draw. Then let a musician be admitted 
of the party. He should compose the said poem, 
adapting notes to it exactly accommodated to the 
theme ; so should the sister arts be proved to be in- 
deed sisters, and the world die of laughing. 

W. C. 

* The celebrated caricaturist. 
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TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Jan. 21, 1788. 

My dear Friend — Your last letter informed us that 
you were likely to be much occupied for some time 
in writing on a subject that must be interesting to a 
person of your feelings -the Slave Trade. I was 
unwilling to interrupt your progress in so good a 
work, and have therefore enjoined myself a longer 
silence than I should otherwise have thought ex- 
cusable ; though, to say the truth, did not our once 
intimate fellowship in the things of God recur to 
my remembrance, and present me with some- 
thing like a warrant for doing it, I should hardly 
prevail with myself to write at all. Letters, such 
as mine, to a person of a character such as yours, are 
like snow in harvest ; and you well say that, if I will 
send you a letter that you can answer, I shall make 
your part of the business easier than it is. This 
I would gladly do ; but though I abhor a vacuum 
as much as Nature herself is said to do, yet a 
vacuum I am bound to feel of all such matter as 
may merit your perusal. 

I expected that before tliis time I should have 
had the pleasure of seeing your friend Mr. Bean,f 
but his stay in this country was so short, that it was 
hardly possible he should find an opportunity to 
call. I have not only heard a high character of that 

* Private Correspondence. 

t Formerly Vicar of Olney, and now one of the Librarians 
o{ the British Museum. 
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gentleman from yourself, whose opinion of men, as 
well as of other matters, weighs more with me than 
any body's ; but from two or three different 
persons likewise, not ill qualified to judge. From 
all that I have heard, both from you and them, I 
have every reason to expect that I shall find him 
both an agreeable and useful neighbour; and if he 
can be content with me, (for that seems doubtful, 
poet as I am, and now, alas ! nothing more,) it 
seems certain that I shall be highly satisfied with 
him. 

Here is much shifting and changing of ministers. 
Two are passing away, and two are stepping into 

the places. Mr. B ,■* I suppose, whom I 

know not, is almost upon the wing; and Mr. 

P ,-]- with whom I have not been very much 

acquainted, is either going or gone. A Mr. C 

is come to occupy, for the present at least, the 
place of the former ; and if he can possess himself 
of the two curacies of Ravenstone and Weston, 
will, I imagine, take up his abode here. Having, 
as I understood, no engagements elsewhere, he will 
doubtless be happy to obtain a lasting one in this 
country. What acceptance he finds among the 
people of Ravenstone I havq not heard, but at 
Olney, where he has preached once, he was hailed 
as the Sun by the Greenlanders after half a year of 
lamp-light. 

Providence interposed to preserve me from the 
heaviest affliction that I can now suffer, or I had 
lately lost Mrs, Uhwin, and in a way the most 
* Mr. Bean. t Mr. Postlethwaite. 

VOL. iJh \^ 
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shocking imaginable. Having kindled her fire in 
the room where she dresses, (an office that she 
always performs for herself,) she placed the candle 
on the hearth, and kneeling addressed herself to her 
devotions. A thought struck her, while thus oc- 
cupied, that the candle being short might possibly 
catch her clothes. She pinched it out with the 
tongs, and set it on the table. In a few minutes the 
chamber was so filled with smoke, that her eyes 
watered, and it was hardly possible to see across it. 
Supposing that it proceeded from the chimney, she 
pushed the billets backward, and, while she did so, 
casting her eye downward, perceived that her 
dress was on fire. In fact, before she extinguished 
the candle, the mischief that she apprehended was 
begun ; and when she related the matter to me, she 
showed me her clothes with a hole burnt in thera 
as large as this sheet of paper. It is not possible, 
perhaps, that so tragical a death should overtake a 
person actually engaged in prayer, for her escape 
seems almost a miracle. Her presence of mind, by 
which she was enabled, without calling for help or 
waiting for it, to gathet* up her clothes and plunge 
them, burning as they were, in water, seems as 
wonderful apart of the occurrence as' any. The 
very report of fire, though distant, has rendered 
hundreds torpid and incapable of self-succour ; how 
much more was such a disability to be expected, 
when the fire had not seized a neighbour's house, or 
begun its devastations on our own, but was actually 
consuming the apparel that she wore, and seemed 
in possession of her person. 
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It draws toward supper-time. I therefore hear- 
tily wish you a good night ; and, with our best affec- 
tions to yourself, Mrs. Newton, and Miss Catlett, I 
remain, my dear friend, truly and warmly yours, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Jan. 30, 1788. 

My dearest Coz — It is a fortnight since I heard 
from you, that is to say, a week longer than you have 
accustomed me to wait for a letter. I do not forget 
that you have recommended it to me, on occasions 
somewhat similar, to banish all anxiety, and to 
ascribe your silence only to the interruptions of 
company. Good advice, my dear, but not easily 
taken by a man circumstanced as I am. I have 
learned in the school of adversity, a school from 
which I have no expectation that I shall ever be 
dismissed, to apprehend the worst, and have ever 
found it the only course in which I can indulge 
myself without the least danger of incurring a dis- 
appointment. This kind of experience, continued 
through many years, has given me such an habitual 
bias to the gloomy side of every thing, that I never 
have a moment's ease on any sdbject to which I am 
not indifferent. How then can I be easy when I am 
left afloat upon a sea of endless conjectures, of 
which you furnish the occasion. Write, I beseech 
you, and do not forget that I am now a battered 
actor upon this turbulent stage; that what little 
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vigour of mind I ever had, of the self-supporting 
kind I mean, has long since been broken ; and that, 
though I can bear nothing well, yet any thing 
better than a state of ignorance concerning your 
welfare. I have spent hours in the night leaning 
upon my elbow, and wondering what your silence 
means. I intreat you once more to put an end to 
these speculations, which cost me more animal 
spirits than I can spare ; if you cannot, without 
great trouble to yourself, which in your situation may 
very possibly be the case, contrive opportunities of 
writing so frequently as usual, only say it, and I am 
content. I will wait, if you desire it, as long for 
every letter, but then let them arrive at the period 
once fixed, exactly at the time, for my patience 
will not hold out an hour beyond it.* 

W.C. 



I 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Feb 1, 1788. 

Pardon me, my dearest Cousin, the mournful ditty 
that I sent you last. There are times when I see 
every thing through a medium that distresses me 
to an insupportable degree, and that letter was writ- 
ten in one of them. A fog, that had for three days 
obliterated all the beauties of Weston, and a north- 
east wind, might possibly contribute not a little to 

* Tbb letter proves how much the sensitive mind of 
Cowper was liable to be ruffled by external incidents. Life 
presents too many real sources of anxiety, to justify us in 
adding those which are imaginary and of our own creation. 
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the melancholy that indited it. But my mind is now 
easy ; your letter has made it so, and I feel myself 
as blithe as a bird in comparison. I love you, my 
Cousin, and cannot suspect, either with or without 
cause, the least evil in which you may be concerned, 
without being greatly troubled I Oh, trouble I The 
portion of all mortals — but mine in particular. 
Would I had never known thee, or could bid thee 
farewell for ever ; for I meet thee at every turn : my 
pillows are stuffed with thee, my very roses smell of 
thee, and even my Cousin, who would cure me of 
all trouble if she could, is sometimes innocently 
the cause of trouble to me. 

I now see the unreasonableness of my late trou- 
ble, and would, if I could trust myself so far, pro- 
mise never again to trouble either myself or you in 
the same manner, unless warranted by some more 
substantial ground of apprehension. 

What I said concerning Homer, my dear, was 
spoken, or rather written, merely under the influence 
of a certain jocularity that I felt at that moment. I 
am in reality so far from thinking myself an ass, and 
my translation a sand- cart, that I rather seem, in my 
own account of the matter, one of those flaming 
steeds harnessed to the chariot of Apollo, of which 
we read in the works of the ancients. I have lately, 
I know not how, acquired a certain superiority to 
myself in this business, and in this last revisal have 
elevated the expression to a degree far surpassing 
its former boast. A few evenings since, I had an 
opportunity to try how far I might venture to expect 
such success of my labours as can aloive xe^^^ \X\eKi^ 
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by reading the first book of my Iliad to a friend of 
ours. He dined with you once at Ohiey. His name 
is Greatheed, a man of letters and of taste. He 
dined with us, and, the evening proving dark and 
dirty, we persuaded him to take a bed. I enter- 
tained him as I tell you. He heard me with great 
attention, and with evident symptoms of the highest 
satisfaction, which, when I had finished the exhibi- 
tion, he put out of all doubt by expressions which 1 
cannot repeat. Only this he said to Mrs. Unwin, 
while I was in another room, that he had never en- 
tered into the spirit of Homer before, nor had any 
thing like a due conception of his manner. This I 
have said, knowing that it will please you, and will 
now say no more. 

Adieu I my dear, will you never speak of coming 
to Weston more ? 

W. C. 



Mrs. King, to whom the following letter is ad- 
dressed, was the wife of Dr. King, Rector of Per- 
ten-hall, near Kimbolton, and a connexion of the 
late Professor Martyn, well known for his botanical 
researches. The perusal of Cowper s Poems had 
been the means of conveying impressions of piety 
to her mind ; and it was to record her gratitude, and 
to cultivate his acquaintance, that she wrote a let- 
ter, to which this is the reply. 
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TO MRS. KING, PERTEN HALL, NEAR KIMBOLTON, 

HUNTS.* 

Weston Lodge. Feb. 12, 1788. 

Dear Madam — A letter from a lady who was once 
intimate with my brother could not fail of being 
most acceptable to me. I lost him just in the mo- 
ment when those truths which have recommended 
my volumes to your approbation were become his 
daily sustenance, as they had long been mine. But 
the will of God was done. I have sometimes 
thought that had his life been spared, being made 
brothers by a stricter tie than ever in the bonds of 
the same faith, hope, and love, we should have been 
happier in each other than it was in the power of 
mere natural affection to make us. But it was his 
blessing to be taken from a world in which he had 
no longer any wish to continue, and it will be mine, 
if, while I dwell in it, my time may not be altoge- 
ther wasted. In order to effect that good end, I 
wrote what I am happy to find it has given you plea- 
sure to read. But for that pleasure, madam, you 
are indebted neither to me, nor to my Muse ; but (as 
you are well aware) to Him who alone can make 
divine truths palatable, in whatever vehicle con- 
veyed. It is an established philosophical axiom, 
. that nothing can communicate what it has not in 
itself; but, in the effects of Christian communion, a 
very strong exception is found to this general rule, 
however self-evident it may seem. A man himself 

* Private Correspondence. 
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destitute of all spiritual consolation may, by occa- 
sion, impart it to others. Thus I, it seems, who 
wrote those very poems to amuse a mind oppressed 
with melancholy, and who have myself derived from 
them no other benefit, (for mere success in author- 
ship will do me no good,) have nevertheless, by so 
doing, comforted others, at the same time that they 
administer to me no consolation. But I will proceed 
no farther in this strain, lest my prose should damp 
a pleasure that my verse has happily excited. On 
the contrary, I will endeavour to rejoice in your joy, 
and especially because I have been myself the 
instrument of conveying it. 

Since the receipt of your obliging letter, I have 
naturally had recourse to my recollection, to try if 
it would furnish me with the name that I find at the 
bottom of it. At the same time I am aware that 
there is nothing more probable than that my brother 
might be honoured with your friendship without men- 
tioning it to me ; for, except a very short period be- 
fore his death, we lived necessarily at a considerable 
distance from each other. Ascribe it, madam, not to 
an impertinent curiosity, but to a desire of better ac- 
quaintance with you, if I take the liberty to ask 
(since ladies' names, at least, are changeable,) whe- 
ther yours was at that time the same as now. 

Sincerely wishing you all happiness, and espe- 
cially that which I am sure you covet most, the 
happiness which is from above, I remain, dear 
madam — early as it may seem to say it. 

Affectionately yours, 

W. C. 
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TO SAMUEL ROSE, ESQ. 

The Lodge, Feb. 14, 1788. 

Dear Sir — Though it be long since I received 
your last, I have not yet forgotten the impression it 
made upon me, nor how sensibly I felt myself obliged 
by your unreserved and friendly communications. 
I will not apologize for my silence in the interim, 
because, apprized as you are of my present occupa- 
tion, the excuse that I [might allege will present 
itself to you of course, and to dilate upon it would 
therefore be waste of paper. 

You are in possession of the best security ima- 
ginable for the due improvement of your time,^ 
which is a just sense of its value. Had I been, 
when at your age, as much affected by that impor- 
tant consideration as I am at present, I should not 
have devoted, as I did, all the earliest parts of my 
life to amusement only. I am now in the predica- 
ment into which the thoughtlessness of youth be- 
trays nine-tenths of mankind, who never discover 
that the health and good spirits which generally 
accompany it are in reality blessings only accord- 
ing to the use we make of them, till advanced years 
begin to threaten them with the loss of both. How 
much wiser would thousands have been than now 
they ever will be, had a puny constitution, or some 
occasional infirmity, constrained them to devote 
those hours to study and reflection, which for want 
of some such check they had given entirely to dis- 
sipation! I, therefore, account you happy, who, 
young as you are, need not be informed that you 
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cannot always be so, and who already know that the 
materials upon which age can alone build its com- 
fort should be brought together at an earlier pe- 
riod. You have indeed, in losing a father, lost a 
friend, but you have not lost his instructions. His 
example was not buried with him, but happily for 
you (happily because you are desirous to avail 
yourself of it) still lives in your remembrance, 
and is cherished in your best affections. 

Your last letter was dated from the house of a 
gentleman, who was, I believe, my schoolfellow. 

For the Mr. C , who lived at Watford, while I 

had any connexion with Hertfordshire, must have 
been the father of the present, and, according to his 
age and the state of his health when I saw him 
last, must have been long dead. I never was ac- 
quainted with the femily further than by report, 
which always spoke honourably of them, though, in 
all my journeys to and from my father's, I must 
have passed the door. The circumstance however 
reminds me of the beautiful reflection of Glaucus in 
the sixth Iliad ; beautiful as well for the affecting 
nature of the observation as for the justness of the 
comparison and the incomparable simplicity of 
the expression. I feel that I shall not be satisfied 
without transcribing it, and yet perhaps my Greek 
may be difficult to decipher. 

Oct) ircf> ^vKkuv ycveri, roirfic kou avUpcay, 

As cofZpav ycueri, rj fiey ^vei, rj 8* cnroXif/ci.* 
* We insert Pope*s translation, as being the most familiar 
to the reader : 
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Excuse this piece of pedantry in a man whose 
Homer is always before him I What would I give 
that he were living now and within my reach ! I, 
of all men living, have the best excuse for indulging 
such a wish, unreasonable as it may seem ; for I 
have no doubt that the fire of his eye, and the 
smile of his lips, would put me now and then in 
possession of his full meaning more effectually than 
any commentator. I return you many thanks for 
the elegies which you sent me, both which I think 
deserving of much commendation. I should requite 
you but ill by sending you my mortuary verses, 
neither at present can I prevail on myself to do it, 
having no frank, and being conscious that they are 
not worth carriage without one. I have one copy 
left, and that copy I will keep for you. 

W. C. 



The public mind was deeply interested in the 
subject of the slave trade — that nefarious system, 
which was once characterised in the House of Lords, 
by Bishop Horsley, as " the greatest moral pesti- 
lence that ever withered the happiness of mankind.'* 
The honour of introducing this momentous question, 
in which the interests of humanity and justice were 

" Like leaves on trees the race of man is found, 
Now green in youth, now withering on the ground ; 
Another race the following spring supplies. 
They fall successive, and successive rise : 
So generations in their course decay, 
So flourish these, when those have pass'd away/' 
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SO deeply involved, was reserved for William Wil- 
berforce, Esq. How he executed that task is too 
well known to require either detail or panegyric 
The final abolition of the slave trade was an era in 
the history of Great Britain, never to be forgotten; 
and the subsequent legislative enactments for abo- 
lishing slavery itself completed what was wanting, 
in this noble triumph of national benevolence. 

The following letter alludes to this interesting 
subject. 

TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Feb. 16, 1788. 

I have now three letters of yours, my dearest 
Cousin, before me, all written in the space of a 
week ; and must be indeed insensible of kindness 
did I not feel yours on this occasion. I cannot de- 
scribe to you, neither could you comprehend it if I 
should, the manner in which my mind is sometimes 
impressed with melancholy on particular subjects. 
Your late silence was such a subject. I heard, saw, and 
felt, a thousand terrible things, which had no real exist- 
ence, and was haunted by them night and day, till 
they at last extorted from me the doleful epistle 
which I have since wished had been burned before 
I sent it. But the cloud has passed, and, as far as 
you are concerned, my heart is once more at rest. 

Before you gave me the hint, I had once or twice, 
as I lay on my bed, watching the break of day, ru- 
minated on the subject which, in your last but one, 
you recommended \a ixv^. 
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Slavery, or a release from slavery, such as the 
poor negroes have endured, or perhaps both these 
topics together, appeared to me a theme so impor- 
tant at the present juncture, and at the same time 
so susceptible of poetical management, that I more 
than once perceived myself ready to start in that 
career, could I have allowed myself to desert Ho- 
mer for so long a time as it would have cost me to 
do them justice. 

While I was pondering these things, the public 
prints informed me that Miss More was on the point 
of publication, having actually finished what I had 
not yet begun.* 

The sight of her advertisement convinced me 
that my best course would be that to which I felt 
myself most inclined, to persevere without turning 
aside to attend to any other call, however alluring, 
in the business I have in hand. 

It occurred to me likewise, that I have already 
borne my testimony in favom* of my black brethren, 
and that I was one of the earliest, if not the first, of 

* For the gratification of those who are not in possession of 
this poem, we insert the following extract* 

«' Whene'er to Afric*s shores I turn my eyes, 
Horrors of deepest, deadliest guilt arise ; 
I see by more than Fancy's mirror shown, 
The baming villi^e and the blazing town : 
See the dire victim torn from social b'fe. 
The shrieking babe, the agonizing wife ! 
• ♦ * • 

By felon hands, by one relentless stroke, 
See the fond links of feeling nature broke ! 
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those, who have in the present day expressed their 
detestation of the diabolical traffic in question.^ 

The fibres twisting round a parent's heart 

Tom from their grasp, and hleeding as they part.*' 

We add one more passage, as it contains an animated ap- 
peal against the injustice of this nefarious traffic. 

" What wrongs, what injuries does Oppression plead, 
To smooth the crime, and sanctify the deed ? 
What strange offence, what aggravated sin ? 
They stand convicted— of a darker skin ! 
Barbarians, hold ! th' opprobrious commerce spare. 
Respect His sacred image which they bear. 
Tho' dark and savage, ignorant and blind. 
They claim the common privilege of kind ; 
Let Malice strip them of each other plea. 
They still are men, and men should still be free/' 

See Mrs. More's Poem, entitled The Slave Trade, 
* With respect to the claim of priority, or who first de* 
nounced the injustice and horrors of slavery, we believe the 
following is a correct historical narrative on this important 
subject. 

The celebrated De Las Casas (born at Seville in 1474, and 
who accompanied Columbus in his voyage in 1493) was so 
deeply impressed with the cruelties and oppressions of sla- 
very, that he returned to Europe, and pleaded the cause of 
humanity before the Emperor Charles V. This prince was so 
far moved by his representations as to pass royal ordinances 
to mitigate the evil ; but his intentions were unhappily de- 
feated. The Rev. Morgan Godwjm, a Welshman, is Uie next 
in order. About the middle of the last century, John Wool- 
man and Anthony Beneret, belonging to the society of Friends, 
endeavoured to rouse the public attention. In 1754^, the So- 
ciety itself took up the cause with so much zeal and success, 
that there is not at this day a single slave in the possession of 
any acknowledged Quaker in Pennsylvania. In 1776, Gran- 
ville Sharp addressed to the British public his " Just Limi- 
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On all these accounts I judged it best to be 
ilent and especially because I cannot doubt that 
ome effectual measures will now be taken to alle- 
iate the miseries of their condition, the whole 
ation being in possession of the case, and it being 
npossible also to allege an argument in behalf of 
lan-merchandise that can deserve a hearing. I 
hould be glad to see Hannah Morels poem ; she is 
, favourite writer with me, and has more nerve and 
inergy both in her thoughts and language than 
lalf the he-rhymers in the kingdom. The " Thoughts 
«i the manners of the Great" will likewise be most 
icceptable. I want to learn as much of the world 
IS I can, but to acquire that learning at a distance; 

;atlon of Slavery,'* his ** Essay on Slavery," and his " Law 
>f Retribution, or a Serious Warning to Great Britain and her 
Colonies." The poet Shenstone also wrote an elegy on the 
subject beginning, 

** See the poor native quit the Lybian shores,*' &c. &c. 

Ramsey and Clarkson bring down the list to the time of 
Cowper, whose indignant muse in 178^ poured forth his de- 
testation of this traffic in his poem on Charity, an extract of 
which we shall shortly lay before the reader. The distin- 
guished honour was, however, reserved for Thomas Clarkson, 
to be the instrument of first engaging the seal and eloquence 
of Mr. Wilberforce in the great cause of the abolition of the 
Slave Trade. The persevering exertions of Mr. Fowell Buxton 
and those of the Anti-Slavery Society achieved the final tri- 
umph) and led to the great legislative enactment which abo* 
lished slavery itself in the British Colonies ; and nothing now 
remains but to associate France, the Brazils, and America in 
the noble enterprize of proclaiming the blessings of liberty to 
every nation, and kindred, and tongue, and people. 
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and a book with such a title promises fair to sene 
the purpose effectually. 

I recommend it to you, my dear, by all means to 
embrace tne fair occasion, and to put yourself in 
the way of being squeezed and incommoded a few 
hours, for the sake of hearing and seeing what you 
will never have an opportunity to see and hear 
hereafter, the trial of a man who has been greater 
and more feared than the Great Mogul himself. 
Whatever we are at home, we have certainly been 
tyrants in the East, and if these men have, as they 
are charged, rioted in the miseries of the innocent, and 
dealt death to the guiltless, with an unsparing hand, 
may they receive a retribution that shall in future 
make all governors and judges of ours, in those dis- 
tant regions, tremble. While I speak thus, I 
equally wish them acquitted. They were both my 
school-fellows, and for Hastings I had a particular 
value. Farewell.* 

W. C. 

* The trial of Warren Hastings excited universal interest, 
from the official rank of the accused, as Governor General of 
India, the number and magnitude of the articles of impeach- 
ment, the splendour of the scene, (which was in Westminster 
Hall,) and the impassioned eloquence of Mr. Burke, who con- 
ducted the prosecCition, The proceedings were protracted for 
seven successive jears, when Mr.Hastings was finally acquitted. 
He is said to have incurred an expence of ^30,000 on this 
occasion, a painful proof of the costly character and delays of 
British jurisprudence. Some of the highest specimens <tf 
eloquence that ever adorned any age or country were de- 
livered during this trial ; among which ought to be specified 
the address of the celebrated Mr. Sheridan, who captivated 
the attention of the assembly in a speech of three hours and u 
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TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, Feb. 22, 1788. 

I do not wonder that your ears and feelings were 
hurt by Mr. Burke's severe invective. But you are 
to know, my dear, or probably you know it already, 
that the prosecution of public delinquents has al- 
ways, and in all countries, been thus conducted. 
The style of a criminal charge of this kind has been 
an affair settled among orators from the days of 
TuUy to the present, and, like all other practices 
that have obtained for ages, this in particular seems 
to have been founded originally in reason and in 
the necessity of the case. 

He who accuses another to the state must not 
appear himself unmoved by the view of crimes with 
which he charges him, lest he should be suspected 
of fiction, or of precipitancy, or of a consciousness 
that after all he shall not be able to prove his alle- 
gations. On the contrary, in order to impress the 
minds of his hearers with a persuasion that he him- 
self at least is convinced of the criminality of the 
prisoner, he must be vehement, energetic, rapid; 
must call him tyrant, and traitor, and every thing 
else that is odious, and all this to his face, because 

half, distinguished by all the graces and powers of the most 
finished oratory. At the close of this speech, Mr. Pitt rose 
and proposed an adjournment, observing that thej were then 
too much under the influence of the wand of the enchanter to 
be capable of exercisiog the functions of a sound and delibe- 
rate judgment. 

VOL. III. X 
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all this, bad as it is, is no more than he undertakes 
to prove in the sequel, and if he cannot prove it he 
must himself appear in a light very little more de- 
sirable, and at the best to have trifled with the 
tribunal to which he has summoned him. 

Thus Tully, in the very first sentence of his ora- 
tion against Catiline, calls him a monster ; a maimer 
of address in which he persisted till said monster, 
unable to support the fury of his accuser's elo- 
quence any longer, rose from his seat, elbowed for 
himself a passage through the crowd, and at last 
burst from the senate house in an agony, as if the 
Furies themselves had followed him. 

And now, my dear, though I have thus spoken, 
and have seemed to plead the cause of that species 
of eloquence which you, and every creature who has 
your sentiments, must necessarily dislike, perhaps I 
am not altogether convinced of its propriety. Per- 
haps, at the bottom, I am much more of opinion, 
that if the charge, unaccompanied by any inflamma- 
tory matter, and simply detailed, being once de- 
livered into the court, and read aloud, the witnesses 
were immediately examined, and sentence pro- 
nounced according to the evidence, not only the 
process would be shortened, much time and much 
expense saved, but justice would have at least as 
fair play as now she has. Prejudice is of no use in 
weighing the question, guilty or not guilty, and 
the principal aim, end, and effect of such introduc- 
tory harangues is to create as much prejudice as 
possible. When you and I, therefore, shall have 
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the sole management of such a business entrusted 
to us, we will order it otherwise. 

I was glad to learn from the papers that our 
cousin Henry shone as he did in reading the charge. 
This must have given much pleasure to the Gene- 
raLf 

Thy ever affectionate, 

W. C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Westpn, March 1, 1788. 

My dear Friend — That my letters may not be 
exactly an echo to those which I receive, I seldom 
read a letter immediately before I answer it; trust- 
ing to my memory to suggest to me such of its con- 
tents as may call for particular notice. Thus I 
dealt with your last, which lay in my desk, while I 
was writing to you. But my memory, or rather 
my recollection, failed me, in that instance. I had 
not forgotten Mr. Bean's letter, nor my obligations 
to you for the commmiication of it : but they did 
not happen to present themselves to me in the 
proper moment, nor till some hours after my own 
had been dispatched. I now return it, with many 

t The Poet addressed some complimentary verses on this 
occasion to Mr. Henry Cowper, beginning thus : — 

" Cowper, whose silver voice, tasked sometimes hard/' &c. 
Henry Cowper, Esq. was reading clerk in the House of 

Lords. 

* Private Correspondence. 
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thanks for so favourable a specimen of its author. 
That he is a good man, and a wise man, its testi- 
mony proves sufficiently; and I doubt not, that 
when he shall speak for himself he will be found an 
agreeable one. For it is possible to be very good, 
and in many respects very wise ; yet at the same 
time not the most delightful companion. Excuse 
the shortness of an occasional scratch, which I send 
in much haste; and believe me, my dear friend, 
witli our united love to yourself and Mrs. Newt(Hi, 
of whose health we hope to Hear a more favourable 
account as the year rises. 

Your truly affectionate, 

W.C. 



TO THE REV. JOHN NEWTON.* 

Weston Lodge, March 3, 1788.t 

My dear Friend — I had not, as you may imagine, 
read more than two or three lines of the enclosed, 
before I perceived that I had accidentally come to 
the possession of another man's property ; who, by 
the same misadventure, has doubtless occupied mine. 
I accordingly folded it again the moment afler having 
opened it, and now return it. The bells of Olney, 
both last night and this morning, have announced 
the arrival of Mr. Bean. I understand that he is 

* Private Correspondence. 

t The date having been probably written on the latter half 
of this letter, which is torn off, the editor has endeavoured to 
supply it from tlie CoWoViu^ \.o^t^.Kvu^. 
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now come with his family. It will not be long, 
therefore, before we shall be acquainted. I rather 
wish than hope that he may find himself comfortably 
situated ; but the parishioners' admiration of Mr. 

C , whatever the bells may say, is no good omen. 

It is hardly to be expected that the same people 
should admire both. 

I have lately been engaged in a correspondence 
with a lady whom I never saw. She lives at Perten- 
hall, near Kimbolton, and is the wife of a Dr. King, 
who has the living. She is evidently a Christian, 
and a very gracious one. I would that she had you 
for a correspondent rather than me. One letter 
from you would do her more good than a ream of 
mine. But so it is ; and, since I cannot depute my 
o£5ce to you, and am bound by all sorts of considera- 
tions to answer her this evening, I must necessarily 
quit you that I may have time to do it. 

W. C. 



TO MRS. KING.* 



Weston Lodge, March 3, 1788. 

I owe you many acknowledgments, dear madam, 
for that unreserved communication both of your 
history and of your sentiments with which you fa- 
voured me in your last. It gives me great pleasure 
to learn that you are so happily circumstanced, both 
in respect of situation and frame of mind. With 
your view of religious subjects, you could not, in- 

* Private Correapond^i^c^* 
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deed, speaking properly, be pronounced unhappy in 
any circumstances ; but to have received from above 
not only that faith which reconciles the heart to 
affliction, but many outward comforts also, and 
especially that greatest of all earthly comforts, a 
comfortable home, is happiness indeed. May you 
long enjoy it I As to health or sickness, you hare 
learned already their true value, and know well that 
the former is no blessing, unless it be sanctified, and 
that the latter is one of the greatest we can receive, 
when we are enabled to make a proper use of it 

There is nothing in my story that can possibly 
be worth your knowledge ; yet, lest I should seem 
to treat you with a reserve which at your hands I 
have not experienced, such as it is, I will relate it— 
I was bred to the law ; a profession to which I was 
never much inclined, and in which I engaged rather 
because I was desirous to gratify a most indulgent 
father, than because I had any hope of success in it 
myself. I spent twelve years in the Temple, where 
I made no progress in that science, to cultivate which 
I was sent tiiither. During this time my father 
died ; not long after him died my mother-in-law : 
and at the expiration of it, a melancholy seized me, 
which obliged me to quit London, and consequently 
to renounce the bar. I lived some time at St 
Alban's. Afler having suffered in that place long 
and extreme affliction, the storm was suddenly dis- 
pelled, and the same day-spring from on high which 
has arisen upon you, arose on me also. I spent 
eight years in the enjojnment of it ; and have, ever 
since the expiialioiv of lVvo%^ el^ht years, been oc- 
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casionally the prey of the same melancholy as at 
first. In the depths of it I wrote " The Task/* and 
the volume which preceded it; and in the same 
deeps I am now translating Homer. But to return 
to St. Alban's. I abode there a year and half. 
Thence I went to Cambridge, where I spent a short 
time with my brother, in whose neighbourhood I 
determined, if possible, to pass the remainder of my 
days. He soon found a lodging for me at Hunting- 
don. At that place I had not resided long, when I 
was led to an intimate connexion with a family of 
the name of Unwin. I soon quitted my lodging, 
and took up my abode with them. I had not lived 
long under their roof, when Mr. Unwin, as he was 
riding one Sunday morning to his cure at Gravely, 
was thrown from his horse ; of which fall he died. 
Mrs. Unwin, having the same views of the gospel as 
myself, and being desirous of attending a purer 
ministration of it than was to be found at Hunting- 
don, removed to Olney, where Mr. Newton was at 
that time the preacher, and I with her. There we 
continued till Mr. Newton, whose family was the 
only one in the place with which we could have a 
connexion, and with whom we lived always on the 
most intimate terms, lefl it. After his departure, 
finding the situation no longer desirable, and our 
house threatening to fall upon our heads, we re- 
moved hither. Here we have a good house in a 
most beautiful village, and, for the greatest part of 
the year, a most agreeable neighbourhood. Like 
you, madam, I stay much at home, and have not 
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travelled twenty miles from this place and its envi* 
rons more than once these twenty years. 

All this I have written, not for the singularity rf 
the matter, as you will perceive, but partly for the 
reason which I gave at the outset, and partly that, 
seeing we are become correspondents, we may know 
as much of each other as we can, and that as sooo 
as possible. 

I beg, madam, that you will present my best 
respects to Mr. King, whom, together with yourself, 
should you at any time hereafter take wing for a 
longer flight than usual, we shall be happy to receive 
at Weston ; and believe me, dear madam, his and 
your obliged and affectionate, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, March 3, 1788. 

One day last week, Mrs. Unwin and I, having 
taken our morning walk, and returning homeward 
through the Wilderness, met the Throckmortons. 
A minute after we had met them, we heard the cry 
of hounds at no great distance, and, mounting the 
broad stump of an elm, which had been felled, and 
by the aid of which we were enabled to look over 
the wall, we saw them. They were all at that time 
in our orchard : presently we heard a terrier, belong- 
ing to Mrs. Throckmorton, which you may remem- 
ber by the name of Fury, yelping with much vehe- 
mence, and saw her running through the thickets 
within a few yards of vi& at her utmost speed, as if 
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in pursuit of something which we doubted not was 
the fox. Before we could reach the other end of* 
the Wilderness, the hounds entered also ; and when 
we arrived at the gate which opens into the grove, 
there we found the whole weary cavalcade assem- 
bled. The huntsman, dismounting, begged leave to 
follow his hounds on foot, for he was sure, he said, 
that they had killed him — a conclusion which I 
suppose he drew from their profound silence. He 
was accordingly admitted, and, with a sagacity that 
would not have dishonoured the best hound in the 
world, pursuing precisely the same track which the 
fox and the dogs had taken, though he had never 
had a glimpse of either after their first entrance 
through the rails, arrived where he found the 
slaughtered prey. He soon produced dead reynard, 
and rejoined us in the grove with all his dogs about 
him. Having an opportunity to see a ceremony, 
which I was pretty sure would never fall in my way 
again, I determined to stay and to notice all that 
passed with the most minute attention. The hunts- 
man having, by the aid of a pitchfork, lodged rey- 
nard on the arm of an elm, at the height of about 
nine feet from the ground, there left him for a con- 
siderable time. The gentlemen sat on their horses 
contemplating the fox, for which they had toiled so 
hard ; and the hounds, assembled at the foot of the 
tree, with faces not less expressive of the most 
rational delight, contemplated the same object. The 
huntsman remounted ; cut off a foot, and threw it 
to the hounds — one of them swallowed it whole like 
a bolus. He then once more alighted, awd^dt^H^vsi'^ 
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down the fox by the hinder legs, desired the peq[>le, 
who were by this time rather numerous, to. open a 
lane for him to the right and left. He was instantly 
obeyed, when, throwing the fox to the distance of 
some yards, and screaming like a fiend, <^ tear, him 
to pieces," at least six times repeatedly, he con- 
signed him over absolutely to the pack, who in a few 
minutes devoured him completely. Thus, mydear, 
as Virgil says, what none of the gods could have 
ventured to promise me, time itself, pursuing its 
accustomed course, has of its own accord presented 
me with. I have been in at the death of a fox, and 
you now know as much of the matter as I, who am 
as well informed as any sportsman in England. 

Yours, 

W. C. 



TO LADY HESKETH. 

The Lodge, March 1«, 1788. 

Slavery, and the Manners of the Great, I have 
read. The former I admired, as I do all that Miss 
More writes, as well for energy of expression, as for 
the tendency of the design. I have never yet seen any 
production of her pen that has not recommended 
itself by both these qualifications. There is like- 
wise much good sense in her manner of treating 
every subject, and no mere poetic cant (which is the 
thing that I abhor) in her manner of treating any. 
And this I say, not because you now know and 
visit her, but it has long been my avowed opinion of 
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her works, which I have both spoken and written, as 
often as I have had occasion to mention them. * 

Mr. Wilberforce's little book (if he was the author 
of it) has also charmed me. It must, I should 
imagine, engage the notice of those to whom it is 
addressed. In that case one may say to them, 
either answer it or be set down by it. They will 
do neither. They will approve, commend, and for- 
get it. Such has been the fate of all exhortations 
to reform, whether in prose or verse, and however 
closely pressed upon the conscience, in all ages: here 
and there a happy individual, to whom God gives 
grace and wisdom to profit by the admonition, is the 
better for it. But the aggregate body (as Gilbert 
Cooper used to call the multitude) remain, though 
with a very good understanding of the matter, like 
horse and mule that have none. 

We shall now soon lose our neighbours at the 
Hall. We shall truly miss them and long for their 
return. Mr. Throckmorton said to me last night, 

* We here beg particularly to recommend the perusal of 
the Memoirs of Mrs. Hannah More. They are replete with 
peculiar interest, ndt only in detailing the history of her own 
life, and the incidents connected with her numerous and valua- 
ble productions, but as elucidating the character of the times 
in which she lived, and exhibiting a lively portrait of the 
distinguished literary persons with whom she associated. The 
Blue Stocking Club, or *' Bas bleus," is minutely described — 
we are present at its coteries, introduced to its personages, and 
familiar with its manners and habits. The Montagus, the Bos- 
cawens, the Veseys, the Carters, and the Pepyses, all pass in 
review before us; and prove how conversation might be 
made subservient to the improvement of the intellect and the 
enlargement of the heart, if both were cultivated to answer 
these exalted ends. 
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with sparkling eyes, and a face expressive of the 
highest pleasure — " We compared you this morning 
with Pope ; we read your fourth Iliad' and his, and 
I verily think we shall beat him. He has many 
superfluous lines, and does not interest one. When 
I read your translation, I am deeply affected. I see 
plainly your advantage, and am convinced that Pope 
spoiled all by attempting the work in rhyme." His 
brother George, who is my most active amanuensis, 
and who indeed first introduced the subject, se- 
conded all he said. More would have passed, but, 
Mrs. Throckmorton having seated herself at the 
harpsichord, and for my amusement merely, my 
attention was of course turned to her. The new 
vicar of Olney is arrived, and we have exchanged 
visits. * , He is a plain, sensible man, and pleases me 
much. A treasure for Olney, if Olney can under- 
stand his value. 

W. C. 



The public mind, inflamed by details of the most 
revolting atrocities, which characterised the Slave 
Trade, became daily more agitated on this im- 
portant subject, and impressed with a sense of its 
cruelty and injustice. To strengthen the ardour of 
these generous feelings, the relatives of Cowper 
solicited the co-operation of his pen, which was 
already known to have employed its powers in the 
vindication of oppressed Africa, f General Cowper, 
among others, suggested that the composition of 
songs or ballads, written in the simplicity peculiar 
* The Rev . Mt . Bevi. \ ^^^ "^ «i«av ^t^. <i\ijsxvt«j . 
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to that style of poetry, and adapted to popular airs, 
might perhaps be the most efficient mode of pro- 
moting the interests of the cause. The Poet lost no 
tiiyie in complying with this solicitation, and com- 
posed three ballads, one of which he transmitted to 
the General, with the following letter. Their inser- 
tion win iomt em. appropriate conclusion to this 
volume. 

TO GENERAL COWPER. 

Weston, 1788. 
My dear General — A letter is not pleasant which 
excites curiosity, but does not gratify it. Such a letter 
was my last, the defects of which I therefore take 
the first opportunity to supply. When the condi- 
tion of our negroes in the islands was first pre- 
sented to me as a subject for songs, I felt myself 
not at all allured to the undertaking ; it seemed to 
offer only images of horror, which could by no 
means be accommodated to the style of that sort of 
composition. But, having a desire to comply, if 
possible, with the request made to me, after turning 
the matter in my mind as many ways as I could, I 
at last, as I told you, produced three, and that 
which appears to myself the best of those three I 
have sent you. Of the other two, one is serious, 
in a strain of thought perhaps rather too serious, 
and I could not help it. The other, of which the 
slave-trader is himself the subject, is somewhat ludi- 
crous. If I could think them worth your seeing, I 
would, as opportunity should occur, send them 
also. If this amuses you I shall be glad. 
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THE MORNING DR£AM, A BALLAD. 

To the tune of " Tioeed Side.*\* 

'Twas in the glad season of spring. 

Asleep at the dawn of the day, 
I dream'd what I cannot hut sing, 

So pleasant it seem'd as I lay. 
I dream'd that on ocean afloat. 

Far hence to the westward T sail'd, 
While the hillows high lifted the hoat. 

And the fresh blowing breeze never fail'd 

In the steerage a woman I saw. 

Such at least was the form that she wore, 
Whose beauty impressed me with awe. 

Ne'er taught me by woman before : 
She sat, and a shield at her side 

Shed light like a sun on the waves. 
And, smiling divinely, she cried — 

<* I go to make freemen of slaves." 

Then, raising her voice to a strain. 

The sweetest that ear ever heard, 
She sung of the slave's broken chain 

Wherever her glory appeared. 
Some clouds which had over us hung 

Fled, chas'd by her melody clear. 
And metbought, while she libertjr sung, 

Twas liberty only to hear. 

Thus svrifUy dividing the flood. 
To a slave-cultured island we came. 

Where a demon, her enemy, stood. 
Oppression his terrible name : 

* These verses were set to a popular tune, for the purpose 
of general circulation, and to aid the eflforts then making for 
the abolition of the slave trade. 
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In his hand, as a sign of his sway, 

A scourge hung with lashes he hore. 
And stood looking out for his prey, 

From Africa's sorrowful shore. 

But soon as, approaching the land,? 

That goddess-like woman he viewM, 
The scourge he let fall from his hand. 

With hlood of his suhjects imbrued. 
I saw him both sicken and die. 

And, the moment the monster expir'd. 
Heard shouts that ascended the sky. 

From thousands with rapture inspir'd. 

Awaking, how could I but muse 

At what such a dream should betide. 
But soon my ear caught the glad news, 

Which sery'd my weak thought for a guide — 
That Britannia, renovcn'd o'er the waves. 

For the hatred she ever has shown 
To the black-sceptred rulers of slaves. 

Resolves to have none of her own. 
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